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FL IK 1 ang FF HIS) 


A Deciſion for the Lanits, 


A Wit by learning well rcfin'd, 
A beau but of the rural kind, 
To Sylvia made pretences ; 
They both profeſs'd an equal love, 
Yet hop'd, by diff' rent means to move 
Her judgment, or her ſenics. 


Young ſprightly Flirt, of blooming mien, 

Watch'd the beſt minutes to be ſeen; 
Went —when his glals advis'd him: 

While meagre Phil of books inquir'd ; 

A wight for wit and parts admir'd ; 
And witty ladics priz'd him. 


Sylvia had wit, had ſpirits too 
To hear the one, the other view, 
Suſpended held the ſcales : 
Her wit, her youth too claim'd its ſhars, 
Let none the preferenee declare, 
But turn up —hcads or tails, 
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4 LEVITIES; on, 


STANZAsS, to the Memory of an agreeable Lay, 
buried in Marriage to a Perſon undeſerving her, 


TWas alway held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind. diſcreeter 
T' anticipate a leſſer ill, 
Than undergo a greater, 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, 
And languiſhing conditions, 
Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 
Of phyſic and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 
He that but little wiſe is, 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and cexciſes. 


Our merchants Spain has near undone 


For loſt ſhips not requiting : 
This bears our noble K—to ſhun 
The loſs of blood in fighting! 


With num'rous ills, in ſingle life, 
The bachelor's attended: | 

Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 
And much the caſe is mended ! 


Poor Gratia, in her twenticth year, 
Foreſeeing future wo, 

Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Before an ape below, 
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A Culinary Ecrodux. 


Nec tantum Veneris, quantum ſtudioſo calinae, 
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NisH T': ſable clouds had half the globe o'erſpread 

And ſilence reign'd, the folks were gone to bed: 
When love with gentle fleep can ne'er inſpire, | 
} Had ſeated Damon by the kitchen- fire. 


Penſive he lay. extended on the ground 3 
The little lares kept their vigils round; 
Ihe fawning cats compaſſionate his caſe, 
And purr around, and gently lick his face, 
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To all his plaints the ſleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarſe ſnorings imitate a ſigh. 
Such gloomy ſcenes with lover's minds agree, 
And ſolitude to them is belt ſociety* 


155 Could I (he cry'd) expreſs, how bright a grace 
© Adorns thy morning-hands, and well-waſh'd face; 

Thou wouldſt, Colemira, grant what I implore, 

And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more, 


Ah! who can ſee, and ſeeing, not admire, 
Whene'er ſhe ſets the pot upon the fire ! 

Her hands outſhine the fire, and redder things 
Her eyes are blacker than the pot ſhe brings, 
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LEVI TIE 8; on; 


But ſure no chamber-damſel can compare, 
When in merdian luſtre ſhines my fair, 
When warm'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
Adown her goodly cheek the ſweat diſtils, 


Oh! how I long, how ardently deſire, 
To view thoſe roſy fingers ſtrike the lyre ! 
For late, when bees to change their climes began, 
How did I ſee m thrum the frying-pan ! 


With her I ſhould not envy G- his queen, 
Tho? the in royal grandcur deck'd be ſeen: 
Whilſt rags jult ſever'd from my fair one's gown, 
In ruſlet pomp, and greaſy pride hang down. 


Ah! how it does my drooping heart rejoice, 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 
How would that voice excecd the village-bell ; 


Wouldſt thou but ſing, „I like thee paſſing well! 


When from the hearth ſhe bade the pointers go, 
How ſoft, how eaty did her accents flow! 
« Get out,” ſhe cry'd, © when ſtrangers come to ſup, 
«© One ne'er can raiſe thoſe ſnoring devils up.” 


Then full of wrath, ſhe kick'd each lazy brute, 
Alas! I envy'd even that ſalute: 
Twas ſure miſplac'd Shock ſaid, or ſcem'd to ſay, 
He had as lief I had the kick as they. 
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PIECES or HUMOUR, -4 
If ſhe the myſtic bellows take in hand, 


Who like the fair can that machine command ? 
O mayſt thou ne'er by Xolus be ſeen, 
For he would ſure demand thee for his queen, 


But ſhould the flame this rougher aid refuſe, 
And only gentler med'cines be of uſe; 
With full-blown cheeks the ends the doubtful ſtrife, 
Foments the infant-flame, and putts it into life. 


Such arts as theſe exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breaſt a fiercer flame inſpire: 
I burn! Il burn! O! give thy puffing o'er, 
And ſwell thy cheeks and pout thy lips no more! 


With all her havghty looks, the time I've ſeen, 
When this proud damfcl has more humble been, 
When with nice airs ſhe hoiſt the pancake round, 
And dropt it, haplctſs fair! upon the ground. 


Look, with what charming grace ! what winning 
tricks ! 
The artful charmer rubs the- candleſticks, 
So bright ſhe makes the candleſticks ſhe handles, 
Oft have I ſaid, —there were no nced of candlcs, 


But thou, my fair, who never wouldſt approve, 
Or hear, the tender ſtory of my love; 
Or mind how burns my raging breaſt, —a button 
Perhaps art dreaming of-—a breaſt of mutton, 
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LEVIT1L1HE So, 


Thus ſaid, and wept the fad deſponding ſwain, 


Revealing to the ſable walls his pain: 


But nymphs are free with thoſe they ſhould deny; 


To thoſe they love more exquiſitely coy ! 


Now chirping crickets raiſe their tinkling voice, 
The lambent flames in languid ſtreams arie, 
And imoke in azure folds, evaporates and dies. 


The RAPE of the TRAP, 


A BALLAD. 1737, 
Tas in a land of learning, 
The mule's fav'rite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat, 
As—tempt one to be witty, 


All in a college-ſtudy, 

Where books were in great plenty, 
This rat would devour 
More ſenſe in an hour, 

Than I could write—in twenty. 


Corporeal food, twas granted 
Serves vermin leſs refin'd, Sir; 

But this, a rat of taſte, 

All other rats ſurpaſs'd ; 


And he prey'd on the food of the mind, Sir, 
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Tz His breakfaſt, half the morning, 
28 He conſtantly attended ; 
And when the bell rung 

For evening - ſong, 

His dinner ſcarce was ended 


He ſpar'd not ev'n heroics, 

1 On which we pocts pride us; 
And would make no more 

Ot King Arthur's *, by the ſcore, 
Than—all the world beſide does. 


Wn books of geo-graphy 

15 He made the maps to flutter: 

A river or a ſea 

Was to him a diſh of tea; 

And a kingdom bread and butter. 


1 ut if ſome mau kiſh potion 
Might chance to over-doſe him, 
To check its rage, 


Ie took a page 
Of logic — to compoſe him. — 


4 trap, in haſte and anger, 

. Was bought, you need not doubt on't. 
And ſuch was the gin, 

Were a lion once got in, 

He could not. I think, get out on't. 
* By Blackmore, 


10 L EVITIE Ss; on, 


With cheeſe, not books, 'twas baited, 
The fact —l'll not belie it— 

Since none -I tell you that 

Whether ſcholar or rat, 


Minds books when he has other diet. 


But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhould 1 ſing, or either? 
Since the rat, who knew the fleight, 

Came in the dead of night, 
And dragg'd em away together: 


Both trap and bait were vaniſh'd, 
Thro' a fracture in the flooring; 
Which tho' ſo trim 
It now may ſcem, 
Had then —a dozen or more in. 


Then anſwer this, ye ſages ! 

Nor deem I mean to wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did ſeize on 
The trap, leſs claim to reaſon, 

Than many a ſcull among ye ? 


Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 

Were vermin of condition ; 
But this rat, who merely learn'd 
What rats alone concern'd, 

Was the greater politician, 
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That England's topſy turvy, 

4 Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir; 
Since traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer take our vermin, 
But * vermin take our traps, Sir. 


Leet ſophs, by rats Infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch 'em; 
Leſt they grow as learn'd as we, 
In our ſtudies ; where, d'ye ſee, 
No mortal fits to watch 'em. 


Good luck betide our captains ; 
Good Juck betide our cats, Sir; 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spaniſh Don, 
And t'other deſtroy our rats, Sir. 


On certain P A STORALS. 


O rude and tnnelefs are thy lays, 
The weary audience vow, 
"Twas not th' Arcadian ſwain that ſings, 
But 'tis his herds that low, 


* — ——— 


Written at the time of the Spaniſh depradations. 


Vor. II. B 


3 LZEVIT IIS; en, 


On Mr C of K1DDERMINSTER's Poetry. 


— verſcs friend, are Kidderminſter * ſtuff, 
And I muſt own you've meaſur'd out enough. 


To the VIRTUVOSOS. 


Har curious wights! to whom ſo fair 
The form of mortal flies is ! 

Who deem thoſe grubs beyond compare, 
Which common ſenſe deſpiſes. 


Whether o'er hill, moraſs, or mound, 
You make your ſportſman ſallies; 

Or that your prey in gardens found, 
Is urg'd thro' walks and alleys. 


Yet in the fury of the chace, 

No ſlope could c'er retard you; 
Bleſt if one fly repay the race, 

Or painted wing reward you. 


Fierce as Camilla + o'er the plain, 
Purſu'd the glitt'ring ſtrauger ; 
Still ey'd the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
And knew not fear nor danger, 


——_— 


* Kidderminſter, famous for a coarſe woollen mann 
facture. 


+ See Virgil, 
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is you diſpenſe the fav'rite meat 
ry. To nature's filmy people; 
Know what conſerves they chooſe to eat, 
And what liquours to tipple. 
gh. 
And if her brood of inſets dies, 
© You ſage aſliitance lend her; 
Can (ſtoop to pimp for am'cous flies, 
And help em to en gender. 


Tis you protect their pregnant hour; 
And when the birth's at hand, 
Exerting your obſtetric pow'r, 
Prevent a mothleſs land. 


Let oh! howe'er your tow'ring view 
Above groſs objects riſes, 

| Whate'er refinements yon purſue, 
Hear what a friend advilcs ; 


A friend, who weigh'd with yours, muſt prize 
Domitian's idle paſſion, 

That wrought the death of teazing flies, 
But ne'er their propagation. 


Let Flavia's eyes more deeply warm, 
Nor thus your hearts determine, 
© To ſlight dame nature's faireſt form, 
And ſigh for nature's vermine, 
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14 LEVITIE Ss; on, 


And ſpeak with ſome reſpect of beaux, 

| Nor more as triflers treat 'em, 

Tis better learn to ſave one's cloaths, 
Than cheriſh moths that eat em. 


The ExrENT of Cook RT. 
Aliuſque et idem. 


WHEN Tom to Cambridge firſt was ſent, 
A plain brown bob he wore; 
Read much, and look'd as though he meant, 
To be a fop no more, 


Sce him to Lincoln's-Inn repair, 
His reſolution flag ; 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 
And tucks it in a bag. 


Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 
But gets into the houſe, 

And ſoon a judge's rank rewards 
His pliant votes and bows. 


Adieu ye bobs! ye bags give place! 
Full-bottoms come inſtead ! 

Good L- d] to fee the various ways 
Of drefling—a calfe's-head! 
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The PrRoGREss of Apvice, 
A Common Caſe. 
$uade, nam certum eſt, 


AYS Richard to Thomas, (and ſeem'd half afraid), 
© | am thinking to marry thy miſtreſs's maid : 
Now, becauſe Mrs Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do't if thou bidſt me, or let it alone. 


Nay don't make a jeſt on't, tis no jeſt to me; 
For faith I'm in earneſt, ſo prithee be free. 

I've no fault to find with the girl ſince I knew her, 
But I'd have thy advice, e'er I tie myſelf to her.” 


Said Thomas to Richard, To ſpeak my opinion, 

There is not ſuch a b—h in King George's dominion, 

And I firmly believe, if thoa knew'ſt her as I do, 

Thou wouldſt chooſe out a whipping poſt, firſt to be 
ty'd to. 


She's peeviſh, ſhe's thieviſh, ſhe's ugly, ſhe's old, 
And a liar, and a fool, and a flut, and a ſcold.” 
Next day Richard haſten'd to church and was wed, 
And, ere night, had inform'd her what Thomas had ſaid, 
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Trahit ſua quemque voluptas. 
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Þ Rox Lincoln to London rode forth our young ſquire, 
To bring down a wife whom the ſwains might 
admire ; 
But in ſpite of whatever the mortal could ſay, 
The goddeſs objected the length of the way ! 


To give up the op'ra, the park, and the ball, 
For to view the ſtag's horns in an old country Fall! 
To have neither China nor India to ſee ! 


Nor a lace-man to plague in a morning—not ſhe ! 


To forſake the dear playhouſe, Quin, Garrick, and 
Clive, | 

Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive ; 

To forcgo the full box for his loneſome abode, 

O heavens! ſhe ſhould faint, ſhe ſhould die on the road 


To forget the gay faſhions and geſtures of France, 
And to leave dear Auguſte in the midſt of the dance, 
And Harlequin too !—'twas in vain to require it; 
And ſhe wonder'd how folks had the face to deſire it. 


She might yield to reſign the ſweet fingers of Ruckbolt, 
Where the citizen- matron ſeduces her cuckold | 
But Ranelagh ſoon would her footſteps recall, ä 
And the muſic, the lamps, and the glare of Vauxh all, 4 1 
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o be ſure ſhe could breathe no where elſe than in townz 
Thus ſhe talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown, 
But the while honeſt Harry deſpair'd to ſucceed, 

A coach with a coronct trail'd her to Tweed, 


SreExnDeER's GHOST. Vid. SHAKESPEARE, 


ENEATH a church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and wern with age, 
At duſk of eve methought I ſpy'd 


Poor Slender's ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd, 


O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


Ye gentle bards ! give ear! 
Who talk of am'rous rage, 
Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, 
Come learn of me to weep your woes: 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


Why ſhould ſuch labour'd ſtrains 
Your formal muſe engage ? 

I never dream'd of flame or dart, 

That fir'd my breaſt, or piere'd my heart, 
But ſigh'd O ſweet Anne Page! 


And you! whoſe Jove-ſick minds 
No med'cine can aſſuage! 
Accuſe the lecch's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore ; 

O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


18 LEVITIE 8; on 


And ye ! whoſe ſouls are held 

Like linnc<ts in a cage! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my ſtrains ! 

O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page ! 


And you who boaſt or grieve, 

What horrid wars ye wage! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye; 
Yet mean as I do, when I ſigh 
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O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Lage! I 
| Hence ev'ry fond conceit | e 
Of ſhepherd or of ſage! , 1 
*Tis Slender's voice, tis Slender's way 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay, : 
| | O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! * 


The INVIDIOUS, Marr. 
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Fortune ! if my pray'r of old 
Was ne'er ſolicitous for gold, 
With better grace thou mayſt allow, 
My ſuppliant wiſh, that aſks it now. 
Yet think not! goddeſs! I require it 
| For the ſame end your clowns deſire it. 
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In a well-made eſſectual ſtring, 
Fain would I ſce Lividio ſwing !. 
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Hear him, from T\ burn's height haranguing, 
But ſuch a cur's not worth one's hanging, 

Give me, O goddets ! ſtore of pelf, 

And he will tic the knot himſelf. 


The Pale of an EQUIPAGE, 


gervum ſi potes, Ole, non habere; 
Et regem potes, Ole, non habere. MaAR&zT. 
I Aſk'd a friend, amidſt the throng, 
Whoſe coach it was that trail'd along : 
«© The gilded coach there—don't ye mind! 
That, with the footmen {tuck behind,” 
O Sir. ſays he, what ! han't you ſeen it? 
'Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it, 
lis odd methinks you have forgot 
* Your friend, your neighbour, and what not? 
Your old acquintance Damon! * True! 
But faith his equipage is new.” 
„ Bleſs me, ** ſaid l, „here can it end? 
What madneſs has poſleſs'd my friend? 
Four powder'd fla ves, and thoſe the talleſt, 
Their ſtomachs doubtleſs not the ſmalleſt ! 
Can Damon's revenue maintain, 
In lace and food, ſo large a train? 
I know his land —each inch o' ground 
"Tis not a mile to walk it round 
1 If Damon's whole eſtate can bear 
*Z To keep his lad, and one horſe chair, 
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I own 'tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 

Yes, Sir, but Damon has a penſion —— : 
Thus does a falſe ambition rule us; | 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us; | 
To keep a race of flick'ring knaves, 

He grows himſelf the worſt of ſlaves, 


Hint from VOITURE 


Ra Sol his annual journeys run, 

And when the radiant taſk is done, 
Confeſs, thro? all the globe, twould poſe him, 
To match the charms that Celia ſhews him, 


And ſhould he boaſt he once had ſeen 
As juſt a form, as bright a mien, 

Yet muſt it ſtill for ever poſe him, 

To match—what Celia never ſhews him, 


INSCRIPTION; 


To the memory 
Of A. L. Eſquire, 
Juſtice of the peace for this County 
Who, in the whole courſe of his pilgrimage 
Thro' a trifling ridiculous world, 
Maintaining his proper dignity, 
Notwithſtanding the ſcoffs of ill-diſpos'd perſons, 


PIECES. or HUMOUR. 41 


And wits of the age, 
Tbat ridicul'd his behaviour, 
| Or cenſur'd his breeding; 
Following the dictates of nature, 
Deſiring to eaſe the afflited, 
Fager to ſet the priſoners at liberty, 
Without having for his end 
The noiſe, or report ſuch things generally cauſe 
In the world, 
(As he was ſeen to perform them of none) 
But the ſole relief and happineſs 
Of the party in diſtreſs ; 
Himſelf reſting eaſy, 
When he could render that ſo; 
Nor griping, or pinching himſelf, 
To hoard up ſuperfuities ; 
Nor coveting to keep in his poſſeſſion 
What gives more difquictude, than pleaſure ; 
But charitably diffuſing it 
To all round about him : 
Making the moſt forrowful countenance 
To ſmile 
In his preſence ; 

Always beſtowing more than he was aſk'd, 
Always imparting before he was deſir d; 
Not proceeding in this manner, 

Upon every trivial ſuggeſtion, 
> But the moſt mature and folema dcliberation 
oY With an incredible preſence and undauntednets 

ih Of mind; | 


22 ENI in,; on: 


Wich an inimitab'ic gravity and occonomy $15 
Ot tace; | 4 Al 
Bidding '61 defiance * Or 
To politercts and the ta{liion, | 4 Ne 
Var d ket. af. ri 
3 He 

To a FRIEND. 4 


AVE you ne'er ſeen my gentle {quire, 
The humours of your kitchen-Hte? 


Says Ned to Sal,“ I lead a ſpade, 
Why don't ye play—the girl's afraid # 
Play ſomething —any thing —but play— 19 In 
Tis but to paſs the time auvay — '2 
Phoo— how ſhe ſtands — biting her nails 


As though ſhe play'd for half her vals — ; 1 T 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking — IN 
We play for nothing, do we, chicken? — ; I" 
That card will do—'blood never doubt it, F. 
Tis not worth while to think about it.” # V 


Sal thought, and thought, and miſs'd her aim, x 
And Ned, ne'er ſtudying, won the game, Þ F 


Methinks, old friend, 'tis wond'rous true, 
That verſe is but a game at loo 3 
While many a bard that ſhews ſo clearly, 8. 
He writes for his amuſement meiely, N 


1s known to ſtudy, fret, and toil, 


£ 
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FJ and play for nothing all the while 
: Or praite at molt ; for wreaths of yore 
Ne er ſignified a farthing more: 


Till having vainly toil'd to gain it, 
5 He ſces your flying pen obtain it, 


*. 7 
4 


* Thro' fragrant ſcenes the trifler roves, 


f And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves; 
Where with ſtrange heats his boſom glows, 


And myſtic flames the god beſtows. 


1 You now none other flame require, 


Than a good blazing parlour fire; 
Write verſes —to defy the ſcorners, 
9 In ſhit-houſes and chimncy corners. 


Sal found her deep laid ſchemes were vain, === 


The cards are cut—come deal again 
No gocd comes on it when one linger 


II play the cards come next my finger 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her, 


N 2 * bas * 2 * 
1 "A" 8 Ho 3 
. EONS 


When ſhe had left it wholly to her. 


Well, now, who wins! —why, ſtill the ſame 
For Sal has loſt another game. 


* I've done;” (ſhe mutter'd,) “ I was ſaying, 
It did uot argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chuſe, 
But think or not think — ſome mult loſe, 
Vor. II. | C | 


| 
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I may have wona game or ſo 

But then it was an age ago—— 

It ne'er will he my lot again—— 

won it of a baby then 

Give me an ace of tiumps, and fee, 

Our Ned will beat me with a three 

"Tis all by luck that things are catty'd 
He'll ſufler for it when he's mariy'd, 


"Thus Sal, with tears in either eye; 
While victor Ned ſat titt'ring by. 


Thus I, long envying your ſucceſs, 
And bent to write, and ſtudy leſs, 
Sat down, and ſcribled in a trice, 
Juſt what you ſce— and you deſpiſe. 


You who can frame a tuneſul ſong, 
And hum it as you ride along; 
And trotting on the king's highway, 
Snatch from the hedge a ſprig of bay 
Accept this verſe, howe'er it flows, 
From one that is your friend in proſe, 


What is this wreath, ſo green! fo fair! 
Which many wiſh. and few muſt wear? 
Which ſome mens indolence can gain, 
And ſome mens vigils ne'er obtain! 

For what muſt Sal or poct ſue, 
Fre they engage with Ned or you? 
For luck in verſe, for luck at loo? 


=. 
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Ah no! 'tis genius gives you fame, 
* Ned, thro' ikill fecures the game. 


1 ASoue nn MEDITATION 
* TAT is this liſe this active gueſt, 
Wich raus our Dean eiul clay ot reſt ? 
This tric, which while we retain, 
| 0 zuſes in Juice etude and D Þ- 
J his breath Khich we no» ſooner find, 
; Haan in a moment 'tis relign'd? 
SRV noſe momeatary note, when o'er, 
. never, never heard of more! 
And even monarchs whea it cus, 
Become offcaffive to their friends! 
U. mit a putrid noiſome imell, 
To thoſe that lov'd 'em e'er fo well ! 


Pond'ring theſe things, within my heart, 
Surely, ſaid [—Lifec is a f—t !. 


| The POE T and the DUN. 174t. 


F Theſe are meſſengers, 

* That feelingly perſuade me what I am. 

$2.4 SUAKESPEAR 
1 OMEs a dun inthe morning, and raps at my door 
Il I made hold to call-—'tis a twelvemouth and 


mor 4 — 
bo C 2 


And calmly conſider 


26 rinnen on, 


I'm ſorry, believe me, to trouble you thus Sir 


But Job would be paid, Sir, had Job been a mercer“ hk 
My friend, have but paticnce—** Aye, theſe are your : W. 
* 1 Al 
ways, 3 

I have got but one ſhilling to ſerve me two days 4 Ar 
But, Sir, —prithee take it, and tell your attorney, $ 17 
If I ha'nt paid your bill, I've paid for your journey, 5 Sir 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my paſſion 5 


conſider? vexation! ns 
What whore that mult paint, and muſt put on falſe 1 55 


locks, _ 
OCKS, fs 
And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the pox! 4 bo 
What beggar's wiſe's nephew, now ſtarvd, and now 7 ” 
beaten, = 
Who wanting to cat, fears himſelf ſhall be eaten! | by 
What porter, what turnſpit can deem his caſe hard ! 
Or what dun boaſt of patience that thinks of a bard! 
Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be 
poorer, 
Turn ſhoe boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; | 1] 
Get love, and reſpect, and good living. and pelf, Ne. 
And dun ſome poor dog of a poet myſelf. 

One's credit however, of courſe will grow better: | 
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter. | ; T: 
„Dear Sir, I reeciv'd your obliging epiſtle, | 
Your fame is ſecure - bid the critics go whiſtle. $1 0 
I read over with wonder the poem you ſent me, 3 
And I maſt ſpeak your praiſes, no foul ſhall prevent 

ME, N 


I 


Ur 


a! 


be 


nf 


1 


11 ; 
Sir Richard, for much a lets genius was knighted. 
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The audience, believe me, cry'd out, ev'ry line 
y Was ſtrong, was aflecting, was juſt, was divine; 
J All pregnant as gold is. with worth, weight, and beauty, 


And to hide ſuch a genius was far from your duty. 


l foreſee that the court will be hugcly delighted, 


# Adicu, my good friend, and for high life piepare yes 
l could ſ:y much more, but you're modett, I fpare ye.“ 


Quite fir'd with the flatt'ry, I call for my paper, 


And waſte that, and health, and my time and my taper! 
I {cribbled till morn, when with wrath no ſwall ſtore, 


Comes my old friend the mercer. and raps at my door, 


© Ah! friend 'tis but idle to make ſuch a pother, 


* 
2 


2 
N 
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Fate, fate has ordain'd us to plague one another.“ 


Written at an INN in Hewr.ty 


O thee fair Freedom ! ] retire 
From flatt'ry, cards, and dice and din 

Nor art thou found in manſions higher 

Than the low cott, or humble inn. 
Tis here with boundleſs pow'r I reign ; 

And ev'ry health which 1 begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne; 
Such freedom crowns it at an iun. 


I fly from pomp, I fly from plate! 
I fly from falſchoods's ſpecious grin ! 
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Freedom I love, and form ] hate, 
And chuſe my lodgings at an inn. 


Here, waiter, take my ſordid ore, 

Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win, 
It buys what courts have not in ſtore ; 

It buys me freedom at an inn, 


Whoc'er has travell'd life's dull round, 
Where'er his ſtages may have been, 

May ſigh to think he till has found 
Thc warmeſt welcome at an inn. 


A&A 3:1 M3 & So 
WHAT village but has ſome time ſeen 


The clumſy ſhape, the frightful mien, 
Tremendous claws, and ſhagged hair, 


Of that grim brute yclip'd a bear? 


He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 
Receiv'd the curious form you ſee ; 
Who with her plaſtic tongue alone, 
Produc'd a viſage—like her own — 
And thus they hint, in myſtic faſhion, 
The pow'rful force of education. *ﬀ—— 
Perhaps yon croud of ſwains is viewing, 


E'en now, the ſtrange exploits of Bruin; 


— wi — — 


a Of a fond matron's education. 
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3 Who plays his antics, roars aloud 


A 
93 


The wonder of a gaping croud! 
So have I known an aukward lad, 


j Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 

* Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, 
And taught by kind mamma at home, 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 


With ways and means—to play the fool, 


In ſenſe the ſame, in Nature higher, 


He ſhines, ere long, a rural ſquire, 

Pours forth unwitty jokes, and ſwears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ſtares, 
His tenants of ſuperior ſenſe 

Carouze, and laugh, at his expence ; 
And deem the paſtime I'm relating, 

To be as plcaſant as bear- beating. 


The Cuarms of PkECEDENCE, 
A Tale. 


6 SIR, will you pleaſe to walk before!“ 
— No, pray Sir - you are next the door. 
© — Upon mine honour I'll not ſtir,” — 
Sir 'm at home, conſider Sir — 
«© Excuſe me, Sir, I'll not go firſt.“ 
Well if I muſt be rude I muſt 
But yet I wiſh 1 could evade it— 
This ſtrangely clowniſh, be perſuaded, 


30 VI 5; on, 


Go forward, cits! go forward ſquires ! 
Nor ſcruple each what each admires. 


Liſe ſquares not. friends, with your proceeding ; 


It flies, while you diſplay your breeding; 


« * 
— 
— 


Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or ſome old dancing maſter teaches. 

O for tome rude tumultuous fellow, 
| Hal crazy, or, at leaſt half mellow, 
To come behind you unawares, F 
And fairly puſh vou both Gown ſtairs! 


My ff wi wd 


Put death's at hand—-lt me advite ye, 


9 „ „ UT) 2 2.7 
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Go forward, friends! or he'll ſurpriſe ye. 
Zeſides, how inſincere you are! 

Do you not flatter, lic, forfwear, 

And daily cheat, and weckly pray, 1 

And all for this — to lead the way ? | 
Snch is my theme, which means to prove, 

That, tho' we drink, or game, or love, | 

As that or this is moſt in fa fhion, 4. 

Precedence is our ruling paſſion, 


When colicge itudeats take degrees, 


And pay the beadle's endleſs fees, 
What moves that ſcientific body, 

But the firſt cutting at a gawdy ? | 
And whence ſuch ſhoals, in bare conditions, Ys, 


XF 
1x 
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That ſtarve and languiſh as phyſicians, 
Content to trudge the ſtreets, and (tare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 

But that, in Charlot's chamber (fe 
Moliere's medicin malgre lui) 
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The leech, howe'er his fortunes vary, 
Still walks before th' apothecary, \ 
Flavia in vain has wit and charms, 
And ail that ſhines, and all that warms ; 

p In vain all human race adore her, 
"* For—Lady Mary ranks before her. 

Q Celia, gentle Celia! tell us, 
You who are neither vain, nor jealous ! 
The ſofteſt breaſt, the mildeſt mien! 
Would you not feel ſome little ſpleen, 


Xx 
K 


Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 
If Florimel, your equal now, 

Should, one day, gain precedence of ye ? 
Firſt ſerv'd —tho' in a diſh of coffee? 
Plac d firſt, altho* where you are found, 
You gain the eyes of all around! 

Nam'd firſt, tho' not with half the fame, 
That waits my charming Ceiia's name! 
Hard fortune! barely to inſpire 
Our fix'd eſteem, and fond deſire! 

> Barely, where'er you go, to prove 


The ſource of univerſal love! 
Yet be content, obſerving this, 
Honour's the offspring of caprice : 
And worth, howe'er you have purſu'd it, 
Has now no pow'r—but to exclude it, 
You'll find a general reputation 
A kind of ſupplemental ſtation. 
Poor Swift, with all his worth could ne'er, 
He tells us; hope to riſe a peer ; 
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So, to ſupply it, wrote for fame: 

And well the wit ſecur'd his aim. 

A comwon patriot has a driſt, 

Not quite ſo innocent as Swift: 

In Eritain's cauſe he rants, he labours 

«© He's honeſt, faith“ - have patience, neighbours ; 

For patriots may ſometimes dece've, 

May beg their friend's reludtant leave, 

To ſerve them in a higher ſphere; 

And drop their virtue, to get there — 
As Lucian tells us in his faſhion, 

How fouls put off each cartlily paſuon, 

Ere on Elyſium's flow'ry ſtrand, 

Cid Charon ſuilci'd 'em to land: 

So ere we meet a ccurt's caxreſſes, 

No doubt our fouls muſt change their dreſſes; 

And ſouls there be, who, bound that way, 

Attire themſelves ten times a-day. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet, 

And ſaints alike and ſinners love it; 

If place for which our courticrs throng 

$o thick, that few can get along ; 

For which ſuch ſervile toils ate ſcen, 

Who's happier than a king ?—a queen, 
Howe'er men aim at elevation, 

"Tis properly a female paflion : 

Women, and beaux, beyond all meaſure 

Are charm'd with ranks ecſtatic pleaſure, 
Sir, if your drift I rightly ſcan, 

You'd hint a beau were not a man: 
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gay, women then are fond of places; 

I wave all diſputable catcs. 

.N man perhaps would tomething linger, 

| Were his lov'd rank to coft—a finger; 

*Or were an ear or toe the price on't, 

He might dclt;'rate once or twice ont; 

5 Perhaps aſk Gataker's advice on't. 

And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchaſe it with gold. 
But women with precedence ever; 
is there whole life's ſupreme endeavour; 
It fies their youth with jealous rage, 
And ſtrongly animatcs their age. 

Pcrhaps they would not fell outright, 

15 Or maim a limb--that was in fight ; 

Net on worſe terms, they ſometimes chuſe it; 

| Kor cv'n in puniſhments refuſe it. 

Pre- emincnce in pain. you cry! 

All fierce and pregnant with reply. 

f But lend your patience and your.car, 

An argument ſhall make it clear, 

ut hold, an argnment may fail, 

; Bclide my title fays, a tale. 

1 Where Avon rolls her winding ſtream, 

Avon, the muſe's fav'rite theme! 

Avon, that fills the farmers putſes, 

And decks with flow'rs both farms and verſes, 

hc viſits many a fertile vale =——— 

ch was the ſcene of this my tale. 
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For tie in Ev'ſham's vale or near it, 

That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

The ſoil with annval plenty blofs d 

Was by young Corydon potlcis'd. 

His youth alone l lay before ye, 

As moſt material to mv flory : 

For ſtrength and vigour too he had 'em, 

And 'twere not much amil< to add em 
Thrice happy lout ! whoſe wide domain 

Now green with grafts, now gilt with grain, 

In ruſſet robes of clover deep, 

Or thinly veil'd and white with ſheep ; 

Now fragrant with the bean's perfume, 

Now purpled with the pviſe's bloom, 

Might well with bright alluſion ſtore me: 

— hut happier bards have been before me! 
Amongſt the various years increaſe, 

The ſtripling own'd a ficld of peaſe; 


Which, when at night he ceas'd his lahours, 


Were haunted by ſome female neighbours, 
Each morn diſcover'd to his fight 

The ſhameful havock of the night, 
Traces of this they left behind 'em, 
But no inſtructions where to find 'em. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have ſcen the devil, 
Old Noll, indeed. if we may credit 
The words of Fchard, who has ſaid it, 
Contriv'd with Satan how to fool us; 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us; 
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3 But then old Noll was one in ten, 
* And ſought him more than other men. 
4 Our ſhepherd too, with like attention, 

K May meet the female fiends we mention. 

He roſe one morn at break of day, 

* And near the field in ambuſh lay: 

x When lo! a brace of girls appears, 

The third, a matron much in years. 

N N Smiling amidſt the peaſe, the ſinners 

£ Sat down to cull their future dinners: 

1 caring little who might own 'em, 

; Made free as though themſclves had ſown 'em. 

; 3 'Tis worth a ſage's obſcryation, 

1 How love can make a jeſt of paſſion. 

. Anger had forc'd the ſwain from bed, 

1 His early dues to love unpaid! 

And love, a god that keeps a pother, 
And will he paid one time or other, 

1 Now bauniſh'd anger out o'door ; 

And claim'd the debt with-held before. 

: If anger bid our youth revile, 

b Love form'd his features to a ſmile: 
And knowing well 'twas all grimace, 
To threaten with a ſmiling face, 

He in few words expreſs'd his mind 

| And none would deem them much unkind. 

Ihe am'rous youth, for their offence, 

Demanded inſtant recompence : 

That recompence from each, which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful muſe to name, 
Vor. II. D 
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Vet, more this ſentence to diſcover, 
' [is what Bett ** grants her lover, 
When he, to make the ſtrumpet willing, 
Has ſpent his fortune—to a ſhilling, 
Each ſtood a while, as 'twere ſuſpended, To 
And loath to do, what—each intended. 
At length, with foft pathetic ſighs, 
The matron, bent with age, replies, 
"Tis vain to ſtrive—juſtice, I know, 
And our ill ſtars will have it fo——— 
But let my tears your wrath aſſuage, A 
And ſhcw ſome deference for age ! N A 
I from a diilant village came, 3 
Am old, G—— knows, and ſomething lame; u 
And if we yiele, as yield we muſt, ul 
Diſpatch my crazy body fiſt, * $; 
Our ſhepherd, like the Phrygian ſwain, 
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When circled round on Ida's plain, ; 3 
Wich goddeſſes he ſtood ſuſpended, 0 
And Pallas's grave ſpeech was ended, | Por 
Own'd what ſhe aſk'd might be his duty; = T 
But paid the compliment to beauty. | T 
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| to be performed by Dr BrxeErTTLE, and a Chorus of 
HaALES-oWweEN CITIZENS, 


The Inſtrumental Part, a Viol d Amour. 
AIR, by the DocTor, 
WAKE ! I ſay, awake, good people 
And be for once alive and gay ; 


| Come let's be merry, ſtir the tipple ; 
* How can you ſleep, 


Wor I do play? how can you flcep, Kc. 


= H 0 R U S of Ci1r1ztEN8, 


Pardon, O!] pardon, great muſician ! 
» 


On drowſy ſouls ſome pity take! 
For wondrous hard is our condition, 
To drink thy bear, 

Thy ſtrains to hear; 

To drink, 

To hear, 

And kcep awake! 


; SOLO by the Pocrox. 

Hear but this ſtrain 'twas made by Handel, 

1 A wight of ſkill, and judgment deep! 

L£oouters they're gone —— Sal, bring a candle 
Noc, here is one, and he's allcep. 
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Da. How could they go, Soft muſic. Aae 

Whilſt I do play? The 

SAL. How could they go? Warlke muſic, But 

How ſhould they ſtay? The 

Wror 

As, 

EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of CLroxe, 3Bð7ů 

„ 

WELL, ladies ſo much for the tragic ſlyle— f An. 

And now the cuſtom is to make you ſmile, PSMA 

Jo make us ſmile !—methinks I hear you ſay— . An 

Why, who can help it at ſo ſtrange a play; Rec 

The captain gone three years '—and then to blame N Th. 

The faultleſs conduct of bis virtuous dame! et 

My ſtars— what gentle belle would think it treaſon, Th. 

When thus provok'd, to give the brute ſome reaſon? PF? xa 

Out of my houſe! —this night, forſooth, depart ! | | Sha 

A modern wife had ſaid.— With all my heart. All 

But think not, haughty Sir, I'll go alone! An 
Order your coach, - conduct me ſafe to town— 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid 

Aad pray take care my pin-money be paid.” ; 


Such is the language of each modiſh fair? 
Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modeſty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth; 
When women hid their necks, and veil'd their faces, 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ſtar'd at public places, 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces; 
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hen plain domeſtic virtues were the mode, 

And wives ne'er dream'd of happinct> abroad: 

They lov'd their children, learn'd uo flaunting airs, 

„ zut with the joys of wedlock md the cares 
tz times are paſt —yet ſure they merit praiſe, 


P 


For marriage triumph'd in thoſe golden days: 
Ju, chaſte decorum they affectiou gain'd ; 
By faith and fondueſs what they won maintwin'd. 

? [4 »Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thoſe days agen, 
And fo.m anew the hearts of thou: tles men; 

Ike beauty's luſtre amiable as bright. 

| And give the ſou! as well as ſenſe, delight; 

f Reclaim from folly a fantaſtic age, 

That ſcoins the preis the pulpit, and the (tage, 

f Let truth and tenderneſs your breuaſts adorn, 

| The marriage-chain with tranſport ſhall te worn. 

E Each blooming virgin rais'd into a bride, 

£3 Shall double all their joys, their cares divide; 

© Alleviate grief, compoſe the jars of ſtrite, 

And pour the balm that ſweetens human life. 
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INSCRIPT-1 0 No 
(Beſide a ſmall RooT Hovuse.) 


HERE in cool grot and moſſy cell, 

We rural fays and fairies dwell; 
Tho' rarely ſeen by mortal eye, 
When the pale moon, aſcending high, 
Darts thro' yon limes her quivering beams, 
We friſk it near theſe cryſtal ſtreams, 


Her beams reflected from the wave, 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with daiſies broider'd o'er, 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor 
Nor yet for artful ſtrains we call, 
But liſten to the water's fall. 


Would you then taſte our tranquil ſcene, 
Be ſure your boſoms be ſerene ; 

Devoid of hate devoid of ſtrife, 

Devoid of all that poiſons life : 

And much it 'vails you in their place, 
To graft the love of human race. 


And tread with awe theſe favour'd bowers, 


Nor wound the ſhrubs, nor bruiſe the flowers ; 


So may your path with ſweets abound ! 
So may your couch with reſt be crown'd! 
But harm betide the wayward ſwain, 


Who dares our hallow'd haunts profane! 
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| 'O LeT me haunt this peaceful ſhade ; 

5 Nor let ambition e'er invade 

4 The tenants of this leafy bower 

Ferhat ſhun her paths, and flight her power. 


Hither the peaceful halcyon flies 
From ſocial meads, and open ſkies ; 
Pleas'd by this rill her courſe to ſteer, 
And hide her ſapphire plumage here. 


The trout bedropt with crimſon tains, 
Torſakes the river's proud domains: 
Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam 
To lurk within this humble ſtream, 


And ſure 1 hear the Naiad ſay, 

Flou, flow, my ſtream, this devious way, 
„ Tho? lovely foft thy murmurs are 

. Thy waters lovely, cool, and fair. 


„Flow, gentle ſtream, nor let thee vain, 
„Thy ſmall unſully'd ſtores diſdain ; 
Nor let the penſive ſage repine, 

„ Whoſe latent courſe reſembles thine, 

{3 
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Fee 
Semi reducta Venus. 


T Venus, Venus here retir'd, 4 Ar 
My ſober vows I pay: | $| 

Not her on Paphian plains admir'd 2: Ar 
The bold, the pert, the gay. bt 


Not her, whoſe am'rous leer prevail'd OT! 
To bribe the Phrygian boy; - 
Not her, who, ciad in armour, fail'd . 


To ſave diſaſt' rous Troy. | , 


Freſh riſing from the foamy tide, 
She ev'ry boſom warms ; 

While half-withdrawn the ſeems to hide, 
And half reveals her charms. 


Learn hence, ve boaſtful ſons of taſte 2 © 
Who plan the rural (ſhade ; | 
Learn hence to ſhun the vicious waſte Do 

Of pomp, at large diſplay'd. 1 


Let ſweet concealment's magie art 

Lour mazy bounds inveſt; 

And while the ſight unveils a part, 
Let fancy paint the reſt, 
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5 Let coy reſerve with coſt unite 
To grace your wood or held ; 
No ray obttuſive pall the ſight, 
In aught you paint, or build. 


4 And far be driven the ſumptuous glare 
7 Of gold from Britiſh groves ; 

| And far the meretticious air 

Of China's vain alcoves. 


2 'Tis baſhful beauty ever twines 

| The molt coercive chain ; 

'Tis ſhe, that ſovereign rule declines, 
Who belt deſerves to reign, 


On a GoTnic ALCove. 


0 You that bathe in courtly blyſſe, 


Or toyle in fortune's giddy ſpheare 
F bo not too raſhly deem amy ſſe 


Of him, that bydes contented here. 


. Nor yet diſdeigne the ruſſet ſtoale, 

5 Which o'er each careleſſe lymbe he fiyngs 2 
Nor yet deryde the beechen bowle, 

in which he quaffs the lympid ſprings. 
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5 
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Caves that echo tinkling rills. 


1e Ar Tien 5 
Forgive him, if at eve or dawne, 5 = 
Der vo of worldly carke be ſtray; ; * 
Or all beſide e flowerye lawne, | For 
He waſte his unofenſive daye. 5, 
So may he pardonne fraud and ſtrife, 4 3 
If fuch in courtlye haunt he ſee: Þ ny 
For faults there been in buſy life, In 
; | c 
From which theſc peaceful glennes are free. 
« Co 
« 6 
11 t 
On a Sukr-Corr. « y 
| 'T 
HeenraD, would'ſt thou here obtain : : 
It Pleaſure unalloy'd with pain ? « 7] 
1 Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere? 2 8 
i Gentle ſhepherd, lend an car, | 
| | | « 4 
it Learn to reliſh calm delight, « N 
| [| Verdant vales and fountains bright; « 1 
, | | Trees that nod on floping hills, 40 U 
1 


| If thou can'ſt no charm diſcloſe 
4 | In the ſimpleſt bud that blows ; 

| Go, forſake thy plain and fold, 
Join the crowd and toil for gold, 


* _—. 
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© Tranquil pleaſures never cloy ; 
Baniſh cach tumultuous joy: 
All but love—for love inſpires 
Fonder wilhes, warmer fires. 
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Love and all its joys be thine 
Yet ere thou the reins reſign, 

= Hcar what reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
Hcar attentive, and obey. 1 


„ Crimſon leaves the roſe adorn, 
© But beneath 'em lurks a thorn ; 
Fair and flow'ry is the brake, | 
% Let it hides the vengeful ſnake. | 


Think not ſhe whoſe empty pride 
0 Dares the flcecy garb deride, 

„ Think not ſhe who light and vain, 
„ Scorns the ſheep can love the ſwain. 


1 Artleſs deed and ſimple dreſs, 
% Mark the choſen ſhepherdeſs; 
% Thoughts by decency controul'd, 
„Well concciv'd, and freely told. | | 


„ Senſe that ſhuns each conſcious alr, 4 
Wit that falls cre well aware 
e Generous pity prone to ſigh 
„e her kid or lambkia die. 


Miner een 


« Let not lucre, let not pride 

& Draw thee from ſuch charms aſide; 
& Have not thoſe their proper ſphere ? 
& Gentler paſſions triumph here. 


« See, to ſweeten thy repoſe, 

„% The bloſſom buds, the fountain flows 
«© Lo! to crown thy healthful board, 

% All that milk and fruits afford, 


« Seek no more—the reſt is vain ; 
« Pleaſure ending ſoon in pain: 

4% Anguith lightly gilded o'er; 

„ dCloſe thy wich, and ſcck no more,” 
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WIE blooming ſpring deſcends from genial ſkies, 
By whoſe mild influence inſtant wonders riſe ; 
From whoſe ſott breath Elyſian beauties flow, 


7 The ſweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stowe ; 


Will Lyttleton the rural landſcape range, 
Leave noiſy fame, and not regret the change ? 
Pleas'd, will he tread the garden's early ſcenes, 
And learn a moral from the riſing greens? 
There, warm'd alike by dol's enlis'ning pow'r, 
The weed, aſpiring. emulates the flow'r : 
The drooping flow'r, its fairer charms diſplay'd, 
Invites, from gratetul hands, their gen'rous aid: 
Soon, if none check the invaſive foe's deſigns, 
The lively luſtre of theſe ſcenes declines! _ 
is thus, the ſpring of youth, the morn of life, 
Rears in our minds the rival ſeeds of ſtrife, 
Vol. II. E | 
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Then paſſion riots, reaſon then contends; 

And on the conqueſt ev'ry bliſs depends: 

Life from the nice deciſion takes its huc; 

And bleſsd thoſe judges who decide like you! 

On worth like theirs thall ev'ry bliſs attend : 

The world their fav rite, and the world their friend, 
There are, who blind to thought's fatiguing ray, Dub 


As fortune gives examples, urge their uay; Alte 
Not virtue's foes, tho' they her paths decline, The 
And ſcarce her friends, tho' with her friends they In d 

join, Ans 


In her's or vice's caſual road advance, 
Thoughtleſs, the ſinners or the ſaints of chance! 
Yet ſome more nobly ſcorn the vulgar voice; 
With judgment fix, with zeal puiſuec their choice, 
When ripen'd thought, when reaton born to reign, 
Checks the wild tun ulis of the youthful vein ; 
While paſſion's lawleſs tides, at their command, 
Glide thro' more uſeful tracks, and bleſs the land. 
Happieſt of theſe is he whoſe matchleſs mind, 
By learning ſtiengthen'd, and by tate refin'd, 
In virtue's cauſe eſſay'd its calicit powers; 5 
Choſe virtue's paths, and itrew'd her paths with . Sue 


flow'rs , At 
The firſt alarm'd, if freedom waves her wings: | At 
The fitteſt to adorn each art ſhe brings: N To 
Lov'd by that prince whom ev'ry virtue fires; Va 
Preis d by that bard whom ev'ry muſe inſpires: Ea 
Hlets'd in the tunctful art, the ſocial flame; U 


in all that wins, in all that merits fame! Tl 
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'Twas youth's perplexing ſtage his doubts inſpir'd, 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd. 
Tho the lone windings of a devious glade, 
Reſigu d to thought, with ling“ ing ſteps he ſtray'd 
Pleſt with a mind to taſte ſincerer jays: 
d. NArm'd with a heart each alle one ts deſulſe. 
* Pubious he tray d, with wav ring thoughts poſſeſt, 
Alternate paſſions ſtruggling ſhar d his breaſt 
The various arts which human cares divide, 
hey in deep attention all his mind employ'd: 
Anxious, if tame an <qual bliſs ſecur'd; 
Or silent eaſe, with ſotter charms, allur'd. 
he ſylvan choir whoſe numbers ſweetly flow'd, 
Ihe fount that murmur'd, and the flow'rs that blow'd; 
| The ſilver flood that in meanders led 
His glitt'ring (treams along th' enliven'd mead; 
The ſoothing brecze, and all thoſe beauties join'd, 
Which, whilſt they pleaſe, eſſeminate the mind. 
1 In vain! while diſtant, on a ſummit rais'd, 
Th' imperial tow'rs of fame attractive blaz d. 
> While thus he trac'd thro' fancy's puzzling maze, 
The ſep'rate ſweets of pleaſure and of praiſe ; 
ith Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey'd, 
And a new luſtre gain d upon the ſhade. 
At once, before his wond'ring eyes were ſeen, - 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mien, 
Various their charms; and, in their dreſs and face, 
Each ſeem'd to vie with ſome peculiar grace. 
This, whoſe attire leſs clogg'd with art appear'd, 
The ümple ſweets of innocence endear'd, 
E 2 
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Her ſprightly bloom, her quick ſagacious eye, 
Shew'd native merit mix d with modeſty, 
Her air diffus'd a mild yet awful ray, 
Sc vercly ſweet. and innocently gay. 
Such the chaſte image of the martial maid, 
In artleſs folds of virgin-white array'd ! 
She let no horrow'd roſe her cheeks adorn, 
Her bluſhing checks that ſham'd the purple morn, Ar 
Her charms nor had nor wanted artful foils, Ex 
Or ſtudied geſtures, or well practis'd ſmiles. A. 
She ſcorn'd the toys which render beauty leſs; 80 
She prov'd th* engaging chaſtity of dreſs; Ye 
Ard while ſhe choſe in native charms to ſhine, Ot 
Een thus ſhe ſeem'd. nay more than ſeem'd, divine. D 
One modeſt em'rald claſp'd the robe the wore, H. 
And. im her hard, th' imperial ſword ſhe bore. = Ce 
Sul me he: height. majcſtic was ber pace, | A 
And match'd the awful honours of her face. : A 
The thrubs, the flow'rs, that deck the verdant ground, N 
Scen d, where the trode., with riſing luſtre crown'd, V 
Stil her apptoach with ſtronger influence warm'd; 10 
She pleas'd, while diſtant, but, when near, he 1 T 
charm'd. 
8o ſtrikes the gazers eye, the filver gleam 
That glitt'ring quivers o'er a diſtant ſtream ; 
But from its banks we ſee new beauties riſe, 
And, in its cryſtal boſom, trace the ſkies. 
With other charms the rival viſion glow'd, 
And from her dreſs her tinſel beaut ies flow'd. 


he 


The gaudy topaz lent its gay ſupplies, 


Asad ev'ry gem that ſtrikes leſs curious eyes: 
” Expos'd her breaſt with foreign ſweets perfum'd 3 
* And, round her brow, a roſeate garland bloom'd. 


Soft ſmiling, bluſhing lips conceal'd her wiles; 
Yet ah! the bluſhes artful as the ſmiles. 


Oft gazing on her ſhade, th' enraptur'd fair 
Decreed the ſubſtance well deſerv'd her care: 
Her thoughts to other charms malignly blind, 
TCenter'd in that, and were to that confin'd ; 


And if on others eyes a glance were thrown, 


: was but to watch the influence of her own, 


Much like her guardian, fair Cythrea's queen, 


When for her warrior ſhe refines her mien, 


Or when, to bliſs her Delian ſav'rite's arms, 
The radiant fair invigorates her charms. 

Much like her pupil, Egypt's ſportive dame, 
Her dreſs expreſſive, and her air the ſame, 
When her gay bark o'er ſilver Cydnos roll'd, 
And all th* emblazon'd ſtreamers wav d in gold. 
Such ſhone the viſion ; nor forbore to move, 
The fond contagious airs of lawleſs love. 

Each wanton cye deluding glances fir'd, 

And am'rous dimples on each check conſpir'd, 
E 3 
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A flutt'ring robe her pamper'd ſhape conceal'd, 

And ſcem'd to ſhade the charms it beſt reveal'd. 
Its form, contriv'd her faulty ſize to grace 

| Its hue, to give freſh luſtre to her face. 

Her plaited heir diſguiſ'd with brilliants glar'd ; 

Her cheeks the ruby's neighb'ring luſture ſhar'd 3 
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Lifeleſs her gait, and flow, with ſeeming pain, 
she dragg'd her loit'ring limbs along the plain; 
Yet made ſome faint efforts, and firſt approach'd the 
ſwain. 
So glaring dravghts, with taudry luſtre bright, 
Spring to the view, and ruſh upon the ſight: 
More ſlowly charms a Raphael's chaſter air, 
Waits the calm ſearch, and pays the ſearcher's care. 
Wrapt in a pleas'd ſuſpenſe, the youth ſurvey'd 
The various charms of each attractive maid ; 8. 
Alternate each he view'd, and each admir'd, 1 
And found, alternate, varying flames inſpir'd. 
Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleaſure ran, 
When (he, who firſt approach'd him, firſt began. 
„ Hither, dear boy, direct thy wand'ring eyes; 
"Tis here the lovely vale of pleaſure lies. 
Debate no mnre, to me thy life reſign ; 
Each ſweet, which nature can diffuſe, is mine, . 
For me the nymph diverſifies her pow'r, : 
Springs in a tree, or bloſſoms in a flow'r 
To pleaſe my ear, ſhe tunes the linnet's ſtrains; 
To pleaſe my eye, with lilies paints the plains ; 
To form my couch, in moſly beds ſhe grows 
To gratify my ſmell, perfumes the roſe ; 
Reveals the fair, the fertile ſcene you ſee, 
And ſwells the vegetable world for me. 
Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purſue, 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boaſted prize: 
Where, tho' ſhe give, your country oft denies, by 
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) ” Induſtrious, thou ſhalt Cupid's wars maintain, 
And ever gently fight his ſoft campaign 
His darts alone ſhalt wicld, his wounds endure, 
) | Yet only ſuffer to enjoy the cure. 
* Yield but to me—a choir of nymphs ſhall riſe, 
And fire thy breaſt, and bleſs thy raviſh'd cyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer roſe ſhall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear; 
Where fondly thou thy favour'd head ſhall reſt, 
Soft as the down that ſwells the cygnet's neſt ! 
While Philomel in each ſoft voice complains, 
And gently lulls thee with mellifluons ſtrains 
Whilſt with each accent, ſweeteſt odours flow; 
And ſpicy gums round ev'ry boſom glow. 
Not the fam'd bird Arabian climes admire, 
Shall in ſuch luxury of ſweets expire. 
At ſloth let war's victorious ſons exclaim; 
In vain! for Pleaſure is my real name : 
Nor envy thou the head with bays o'ergrown ; 
No, ſeek thou roſes to adorn thy own : 
For well each op'ning ſcene, that claims my care, 
Suits and deſerves the beauteous crown 1 wear. 
Let others prune the vine; the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy ſoul. 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, 
So the gay produce glitter (till on thine. 
Iudulgent Bacchus loads his lab'ring tree, 
And guarding, gives its cluſtring ſweets to me. 
e: For my lov'd train, Apollo's piercing beam 
Parts thro? the paſlive glebe, and frames the gem. 
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See in my cauſe conſenting gods employ'd, 

Nor light thoſe gods their bleſſings unenjoy'd 4 

For thee the poplar ſhall its amber drain; 

For thee, in clouded beauty, ſpring the cane; 

Some coſtly tribute ev'ry clime ſhall pay ; 

Some charming treaſure ev'ry wind convey ; 

Each object round ſome pleaſing ſcene ſhall yield; 

Art build thy dome, while nature decks thy field; 

Of Corinth's order ſhall the ſtructure riſe ; 

The ſpiring turrets glitter thro' the ſkies; 

Thy coſtly robe ſhall glow with Tyrian rays : 

Thy vale ſhall ſparkle, and thy car ſhall blaze; 

Yet thou, whatever pomp the ſun diſplay, 

Shalt own the am'rous night exceeds the day, 
When melting flutes and ſweetly ſounding lyres 

Wake the gay loves, and cite the young deſires; 

Or in th' lonian dance, ſome fav'rite maid 

Improves the flame her ſparkling eyes convey'd ; 

Think, canſt thou quit a glowing Delia's arms, 

To feed on virtue's viſionary charms ? 

Or flight the joys which wit and youth engage, 

For the faint honour of a frozen ſage ? 

To find dull envy ev'n that hope deface, 

And, where you toil'd for glory, reap diſgrace ? 
O! think that beauty waits on thy decree, 
And thy lov'd lovelieſt charmer pleads with me. 
She, whoſe ſoft ſmile, or gentler glance to move, 

You vow'd the wild extremities of love ; 
In whoſe endearments years, like moments, flew z 
For whoſe endearments millions ſcem d too few; 
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She, ſhe implores : ſhe bids thee ſeize the prime, 

And tread with her the flow'ry tracks of time; 

Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beſtow 

On ſome cold lover, or inſulting foe. 

© Thiok, if againſt that tongue thou canſt rebel, 

Where love yet dwelt, and reaſon ſeem'd to dwell 

Wat ſtrong perſuaſion arms her ſofter ſighs! 

What full conviction ſparkles in her eyes! 

> See nature ſmiles, and birds ſalute the ſhade, 
Where breathing jaſmin ſcreens the ſleeping maid; 

And ſuch her charms, as to the vain may prove, 

Ambition ſecks more humble joys than love! 

N Their buſy toil ſhall ne'er invade thy reign, 

Nor ſciences perplex thy lab'ring brain 

Or none, but what with equal ſweets invite; 

Nor other arts, but to prolong delight: 

Sometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 


10 praiſe a pendant, or to grace a ring 


To fix the dreſs that ſuits each varying mein; 
Io ſhew where beſt the cluſt'ring gems are ſeen; 
Io ligh foft ſtrains along the vocal grove, 
And tell the charms, the ſweet effects of love! 
Nor fear to find a coy diſd: ful muſe ; 

Nor thiak the ſiſters will their aid refuſe. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or ſilent ſhades, 
Soft ſcenes of leiſure ; ſuit the harmonious maids; 
And all the wiſe, and all the grave decree. 

| Some of that ſacred train ally'd to me. 

But if more ſpęcious eaſe thy withes claim, 


And thy breaſt glow with faint deſire of fame, 


[LY 


56: MOKAL PITCES 


Some ſofter ſcicnce (hall thy thoughts amuſe, 
And lcarning's name a folemn found diffuſe; 
To thee all nature's curious ſtores I'll bring, 
Explain the beauties of an inſcct's wing z 
The plant, with nature lefs diffuſely kind, 
Has to few clim-s with partial care confin'd ; 
Thie ſhell ſhe ſcatters with more carcleſs air, 
And. in her frolics ſeems ſuprem-ly fair: 
The worth that dazzles in the tulip's (tains, 
Or lurks bencath a pebble's various veins 


Slcep's downy god, averſe to war's alarms, 
Shall o'er thy head diffuſe his ſofteſt charms; 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repoſe aſſail, 

Or care, my moſt deſtructive foe, prevail, 
The wat'ry nymphs ſhall tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
For thy repoſe, inform, with rival joy, 


Thus ſhalt thou ſpend the ſweetly-flowing day, 
Till loſt in bliſs thou breathe thy ſoul away: 
Till ſhe t' Elyſian bowers of joy repair, 

Nor find thy charming ſcenes exceeded there,” 
She ceas'd and on a lily'd bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind: 
One tender hand her drooping head ſuſtains; 
One points, expreſſive to the flow'ry plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll 
Deep in his breaſt, to melt his manly ſoul; 
As when Favonius joins the ſolar blaze, 

And cach fair fabric of the froſt decays. 


Their ſtreams ro murmur, and their winds to ſigh. 
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Soon, to his breaſt, the ſoft harangue convey'd i 
Reſolves too paitial to the ſpecious maid. | 
He ſigh'd, he gaz'd, fo tweetly ſmil'd the dame; | 
Yet lighing. gazing. ſeem'd to fcorn his flame; | 
And. oft as virtue caught his wand'ring cye, 
A crimſon bluſh condemn'd the riſing ſigh. 
Iwas ſuch the ling'ring Irojan's ſhame betray'd, 
When Maia's ſon the trown of Jove diſplay d; 
When wealth, fame, empite, could no balance 
prove, 
For the ſoft reign of Dido, and of love. 
Thus ill with arduous glory love conſpites; 
Soft tender flames with bold impetuous fires ! 
Some hov'ring doubts his anxious boſom mov'd. 
And Virtue, zealous fair! thoſe doubts improv'd. 
Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid, 
Nor err, by ſuch fantaſtic ſcenes betray'd. 
Tho' in my path the rugged thorn be ſcen, 
And the dry turf diſcloſe a fainter green; 
Tho' no gay roſe, or flow'ry product ſhine, 
The barren ſurface ſtill conceals the mine. 
Fach thorn that thicatens. even the weed that grows 
In virtuc's path ſuperior ſweets beftows ——— 
Yet ſhould thoſe boaſted ſpecious toys allure, 
Whence could fond "ſloth the flatt'cing gifts pro- 
cure ? | | 
The various wealth that tempts thy ſond deſire, | 
'Tis I alone, her greateſt toe, acquire | 
I from old ocean rob the treaſur'd ſtore ; 
I thro' each region, latcnt gems explore; 
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"T'was 1 the rugged brilliant ſirſt reveal'd; 
By num'rous ſtrata deep in earth conceal'd; 
*Tis the ſurface yet refine. and ſhow 
The modeſt gem's intrinſic charms to glow. 
Nor ſwells the grape. nor ſpires its feeble tree, 
Without the firm ſupport of induſtry. 

But grant we ſloth the ſcene herſelf has drawn, 
The moſſy grotto' and the flow ry lawn ; 
Let Philomela tune the harmonious gale, 
And with each breeze eternal ſweets exhale : 
Let gay Pomona flight the plains around, 
And chooſe for faireſt fruits, the favour'd ground, 
To bleſs the fertile vale ſhould Virtue ceaſe, 
Nor moſly grots. nor flow'ry lawns could pleaſe 
Nor gay Pomona's luſcious gifts avail, 
The ſound hai monious or the ſpicy gale. 

Sceſt thou yon rocks in dreadful amp ariſc 
Whoſe rugged clifls deform th' encircling ſkies ? 


Thoſe fields, whence Phoebus all the moiſter drains, 


And too profutely fond, diſrobes the plains ? 
When I vouchſafe to tread the barren ſoil, 
Thoſe rocks ſeem lovely, and thoſe deſarts ſmile. 
The form thou view'ſt to ev'iy ſcene with eaſe 
Transfers its charms, and ev'ry ſcene can pleaſe, 
When | have on thoſe pathleſs wilds appear'd, 
And the lone wand fer with my preſence cheer'd ; 
Thoſe cliffs the ex le has with pleaſure view'd, 
And call'd that deſart bliſsful ſolitude ! 
Nor [| alone to ſuch extend my care: 

Fair blooming Hcalth furveys her altars there, 
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| Brown exerciſe will lead thee where ſhe reigns, 
And with reflected luſture gild the plains, 

With her, in flow'r of youth, and beauty's pride, 
Her offspring, calm Content and Peace, reſide, 
One ready off*ring ſuits cach neighb'ring ſhrine; 
And all obey their laws who practiſe mine. 

But Health averſe from ſloth's ſmooth region flies; 
Aud in her abſence, Pleaſure droops and dies. 
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repoſe, 
| Smile where the ſmiles. and ficken when ſhe goes. 

A galaxy of pow'rs! whoſe torms appear ; 
For ever beauteous. and for ever near. | 
Nor will foft fleep to floth's requeſt incline, 1 
He from her couches flies, unbid. to mine. | 
Vain is the ſparkling bowl, the warbling ſtrain, 
Th' incentive ſong, the Iabour'd viand vain ! J! 
Where ſhe relentleſs reigns without controul, | i 
And checks each gay excurſion of the ſoul : 
| Unmov'd, tho beauty deck'd in all its charms, 
Grace the rich couch. and ſpread the ſofteſt arms: | 1 
Till joyleſs indolence ſuggeſts deſires ; | 
Or drugs are ſought to furniſh languid fires: 
Such languid fires as on the vitals prey, i 
Barren of bliſs. but fertile of decay. 
As artful heats, apply'd to thirſty lands, 
Produce no flow'rs, and but debaſe the ſands. 

But let fair Health her cheering ſmiles impart, 
How ſweet is nature, how ſuperfluous art! 

Tis ſhe the fountains ready draught commends, 
And ſmooths the flinty courſe which fortune lends. 
Vol, II. F 


60 MORAL PIECES, 


And, when my hero from his toils retires, 
Fills his gay boſom with unuſual fires. 
And, while no checks th' vnbourded joy reprove, 


Jon a 


Peace 


Nor 

Aids and refines the genuine tweets of love. Nor 

His faireſt proſpect tiſing trophies frame : oP 

His ſweeteſt muſic is the voice of fame; As | 
Pleaſures to floth unknown ! ſhe never found © Her 

How fair the proſp«@, or how ſweet the ſound. Alas 

See fame's gay ſtructure from yon ſumn-{it charms, I Dog. 

And fires the manly breaſt to arts or arms: A vi 

Nor dread the ſteep aſcent, by which you riſe A fi 

From grov'ling vales to tow'rs which reach the ſkies, An! 

Love, fame, eſtecm, 'tis labour muſt acquire; At! 

The ſmiling offspring of a rigid fre!  Invil 

To fix the friend, your ſervice muſt be ſhewn ; © Frot 

All, ere they lov'd your retit, lov'd their own. Ane 

That wond'ring Greece your portrait may admire, * Wh 

That tunchul bards may ſtring for you their lyre, ” Wh 

| That books may praiſe. or coins record your name. * Wh 
Such, fuch rewards 'tis toil alone can claim! | Pea 
| And the ſame column which diſplays to view But 
The conqu'rors name, diſplays the conqueſt too. An 

| "Twas flow Experience, tedious miſtieſs! taught I Th 
All that cer nobly ſpoke, or bravely fought. Ely 
*T was ſhe the patriot, ſhe the bard refin'd, ' If « 
| In arts that 1crve, protect, or pleaſe mankind. Th 
Not the vain viſions of inaQtive ſchools, | Lif 

Not ftancy's mazims, rot opinion's rules, KF As 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Fer form'd the wan whote gen'rous warmth extends 
T' eurich his country, or to ſerve his friends, 
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on active worth the laurel war beſtows : 
Peace rears her olive for induſtrious bros: 
Nor earth, uncu'itur'd, yields its kind fuppiics? 
Nor hcav'n its thow'rs, without a fſicritice, 


See far below ſuch growing ſcenes of mame, 


As lull to reit Ignavia's flumb ring dame. 
Her friends, from all the tails of fame fecure, 


Alas! inglorious, greater tos endure 


Doom'd all to mown, who in her cauſe engage 


A youth encrvate, and a painful age! 
A ſickly ſapleis mals, if reaſon flies; 
Ani, if the linger, impotently wiſe ! 


A thoughtleſs train, who pamper'd, fleck, and gay, 

© Invite old age, and revel youth away; 

From life's freſh vigour move the load of care, 

And idly place it where they leaſt can bear. 

When to the mind, dilcas'd for aid they fly, 

© What kind reflection ſhall the mind ſupply ? 

When, with loſt health, what (ſhould the loſs allay, 

Peace, peace is loſt; a comfortleſs decay; 

But to my friends, when youth, when pleaſure flics, 
And earth's dim beauties fade before their eyes, 


Thro' death's dark viſta flow'ry tracks are ſcen, 


Elyſian plains, and groves for ever green, 

If o'er their lives a refluent glance they caſt, 

* Theirs is the preſent who can praiſe the paſt, 
| Life has its bliſs for theſe, when paſt its bloom, 


As wither'd roſes yield a late perfume, 
Serene, and ſafe from paſſions ſtormy rage, 


| How calm they glide into the port of age! 
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Of the rude voyage leſs depriv'd than eas'd; 
More tir'd than pain'd, and weaken'd than diſcas'd, 
For health on age, 'tis temp'rance muſt beſtow ; 
And peace from picty alone can flow ; 

And all the incenſe bounteous Jove requires, 

Has ſweets for him who feeds the ſacred fires — 

Sloth views the tow'rs of fame with envious eyes; 
De ſirous ſtill, ſtill impotent to riſe. 

Oft, when reſolv'd to gain thoſe bliſsful tow'rs, 
The penſive queen the dire aſcent explores, 
Comes onward, waſted by the balmy trees, 
Some ſilvan muſic, or ſome ſcented breeze: 

She turns her head, her own gay realm ſhe ſpies, 
And all the ſhort-liv'd reſolution dies. 

Thus ſome fond inſcct's falt'ring pinions wave, 
Claip'd in its fav'rite ſweets, a laſting flave : 
And tlius in vain theſe charming viſions pleaſe 
The wretch of glory, and the ſlave of caſe; 
Doom'd ever in ignoble ſtate to pine, 

Boaſt her own ſcenes, and languiſh after mine. 

But ſhun her ſnares: nor let the world exclaim, 
Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy ſhame, 
With early hope thine infant actions fir'd ; 

Let manhood crown what infancy inſpir'd. 

Let gen'rous toils reward with health thy days, 
Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praiſe. 

The bold exploit that charms th' atteſting age, 
To lateſt times ſhall gen'rous hearts engage; 

And with that myrtle ſhall thy ſhrine be crown'd, 


With which, alive, thy graccful brows were bound: 
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Till time ſhall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 
And raiſe a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feaſts thy name ſhall Grecians join 
Shall pour the ſparkling juice to Jove's and thine, 
Thine us'd in war, ſhall raiſe their native fire; 
Thine, us'd in peace, their mutual faith inſpire : 
Dulneſs, perhaps, through want of ſight, may blame, 
And ſpleen, with odious induſtry, defame; 
And that, the honours giv'n, with wonder view, 
And this, in ſecret ſadneſs, own them due: 
Contempt and envy were by fate deſtgn'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind: 
Contempt, which none but who deſerve can bear; 
While envy's wounds the ſmiles of fame repair. 
For know, the gen'rous thine exploits ſhall fire, 
Thine ev'ry friend it ſuits thee to require, 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their feats I ſhow, 
Lov'd by the good their images below.” 

Ceaſe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ſkies ! 
My guide! my queen ! th' ecſtatic youth replies: 
In thee I trace a form deſign'd for ſway ; 

Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey, 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I ſwear, 
Thy fair idea (hall no toils impair. 
Lead me! O lead me where whole hoſts of foes 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppoſe ! 
Welcome all toils th' unequal fates decree, 
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my cares. to bind th' oppreſſive hand, 
And crulh the fetters of an injur'd land: 

F 3 
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To ſee the monſter's noxious life reſign'd, An 
And tyrants quell'd, the monſters of mankind ! Le 
Nature ſhall ſmile to view the vanquiſh'd brood, | 
And none but envy riot unſubdu'd. 
In cloiſter'd ſtate let ſelfiſh ſages dwell, | WI 


Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell; Bu 
And boaſt their mazy labyrinth of rules, t La 
Far leſs the friends of virtue, than the fools tA 


Yet ſuch in vain thy fav'ring ſmiles pretend; 
For ue is thine, who proves his country's friend, 
Thus when my life well ſpent the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deſtroy ; 
When ſtrongly lur'd by fame's contiguous ſhrine, 
1 yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 
If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 
O lead thy fav'rite through the gates of fame ! 
He ceas'd his vows, and, with diſdainful air, 
He turn'd to blaſt the late exulting fair, 
But vaniſh'd, fled to ſome more friendly ſhore, 
The conſcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more ! 
Convinc'd her ſpurious charms of dreſs and face 
Claim'd a quick conqueſt, or a ſure diſgrace. 
Fantaſtic pow'r ! whoſe tranſient charms allur'd, 
While error's miſt the reas'ning mind obſcur'd ; 
Not ſuch the victreſs, virtue's conſtant queen - 
Endur'd the teſt of truth, and dar'd be ſeen. 
Her bright'ning form and features ſeem to own, 
*T'was all her wiſh, her int'reſt to be known ; 
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And, when his Ionging view the fair declin'd, 
Left a full image of her charms behind. 
Thus reigns the moon, with furtive ſplendour 
crown'd, 
While glooms oppreſs us, and thick ſhades ſurround. 
But let the ſource of light its beams diſplay, 
Lauguid and faint the mimic flames decay, 
And all the ſick'ning ſplendour fades away. 
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ERH APS ſome cloud eclips'd the day, 
When thus I tun'd my penſive lay. 

© The thip is lanch'd—we catch the gale— 
On life's extended ocean fail : 
For happineſs our courſe we bend, 
Our ardent cry our gen ral end! 
Yet ah ! the ſcenes which tempt our care 
Are like the forms diſpers'd in air 
Still dancing near diſorder'd eyes; 
And weakeſt his, who beſt deſcries! 

Yet let me not my birthright barter, 
(For wiſhing is the poet's charter ; 
All bards have leave to with what's wanted, 
Tho' few ere found their wiſhes granted 


MORAL PIECES. 67 


Extenſive field ! where poets pride them 

In ſinging all that is deny'd them.) 
For humble eate. ye powers! | pray ; 

That plain warm ſuit for ev'ry day! 

And pleaſure, and brocade, beilow ; 

To flaunt it — once a month, or ſo. 


The firſt for conſtant wear ve want; 

The firſt ye pow'rs ! for ever grant! 

But conſtant wear the laſt beſpatters, 

And turns the tiſſue into tatters 
Where'er my vagrant courſe 1 bend, 

Let me ſecure one faithful friend, 

Let me. in public ſcenes, requeſt 

A friend of wit and taſte, well dreft t 

And If I muſt not hope ſuch favour, 

A friend of wit and taſte, however. 
Klas! that wiſdom ever ſhuns 

To congrezate her ſcatter'd ſons ; 

Whoſe nervous forces well combin'd, 

Would win the field. and ſway mankind. 

The fool will ſqueeze, from morn to night, 

To fix his folies full in ſight ; 

The note he ſtrikes, the plume he ſhows, 

Attract whole flights of fops and beaux; 

And kindred fools, who ne'er had known him, 

Flock at the ſight, careſs and own him, 

But ill ſtarr'd ſenſe, nor gay nor loud, 

Steals ſoft, on tip-toe. thro' fhe crowd; 

Conveys his meagre form between; 

And ſlides, like previous air, unſeen : 
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Contracts his known tenuity, 
As though '"twere ev'na crime to be: 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ſtray, 
And win acquaintance in their way. 
In company, fo mean his air, 
You ſcarce are conſcious he is there: 
Till from ſome nook, like ſharpen'd ſteel, 
Occurs his face's thin profile, 
Still ſeeming, from the gazer's cye, 
Like Venus newly bath'd to fly. 
Yet while reluctant he diſplays 
His real gem before the blaze, 
The fool hath in its centre plac'd 
His tawdry ſtock of painted paſte. 
Diſus'd to ſpeak, he tries his {kill ; 
Speaks coldly, and ſucceeds but ill ; 
His penſive manner, dulneſs deem'd; 
His modeſty, reſerve eſtcem'd ; 
His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wins not one of all the train. 
And thoſe who, mutually known, 
In friendſhip's faireſt liſt had ſhone, 
Leſs prone, than pebbles. to unite, 
| Retire to ſhades from public ſight ; 
Grow ſavage, quit their ſocial nature: 
And ſtarve, to ſtudy mutual ſatire, 
But friends and fav'rites, to chagrine them, 
Find counties, countries, ſeas between them: 
| Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wiſh to meet again. 
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Sick of the thought, let me provide 
| Bome human form to grace my fide; | 
At hand, where'er | (ſhape my courſe; | | | 
An uſeful. pliant, flalking horſe ! P 
No geſture free from ſome grimace; 4 
No ſeam without its ſhare of lace; 

But, mark'd with gold. or ſilver either, 
Hint where his coat was piec'd together, | 
His legs be lengthen'd, 1 adviſe. | 
And ſtockings roll'd abridge his thigs, 
What tho' Vandyck had other rules, 
What had Vandyck to do with fools! | 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind; | 
| Before, a ſolitaire; behind, | 
Atwiſted ribband, like the track 
Which nature gives an aſs's back. 
Silent, as midnight! pity 'twere 
; His wiſdom's ſlender wealth to ſhare; 
| And, whilſt in flocks our fancies ſtray, 
To wiſh the poor man's lamb away, 
This form attraQting ev'ry eye, 
I ſtrole all unregarded by: 
This wards the jokes of ev'ry kind, 
As an umbrella ſun or wind ; 
Or, like a ſpunge, abſorbs the ſallies, 
And peſtilential fames of malice 
| Or, like a ſplendid ſhield, is fit 
| To-ſcreen the templar's random wit; 
| Or what ſome gentler cit lets fall, 
As wook-packs quaſh the leaden ball. 
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Alluſions theſe of weaker force, 
And apter (till the ſtalking horſe! 
O let me wander all unſeen, 

Beneath the ſanction of his mien! 

As lilies ſoft, as roſes fair! 

Empty as aii-pumps drain'd of air! 

With ſtcady eye and pace remark 

The ſpeckled flock that haunts the park “;: 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 

At follics, flocking there to feed: 

And, as my ſatire burſts amain, 

See feather'd fopp'ry ſtiew the plain, 
But when I ſeck my rural grove, 
And ſhare the peaceful haunts I love, 

Let none of this unhallow'd train 

My ſweet ſequeſter'd paths profane. 

Oft may ſome poliſh'd virtuous friend 
To theſe ſoft-winding vales deſcend ; 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And ſcorn with me the pomp of kings: 
And check me. when mv boſom buins 
For ſtatues, paintings, coins, and urns. 
For | in Damon's pray'r could join, 


And Damon's wiſh might now be mine 


But all diſper-'d! the wiſh, the pray'r, 
Arc driven to mix with common air 
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PART Tut SECOND. 


pow happy once was Damon's lot, 

| While yet romantic ſchemes were not! 
| Fre yet he ſent his weakly eyes, 

To plan fair caſtles in the ſkies ; 

Forſaking pleaſures cheap and common, 

To court a blaze, ſtill flitting from one. 

Ah happy Damon! thrice and more, 
Had taſte ne'er touch'd thy tranquil ſhore, 
Oh days! when to a girdle tied 
The coup es gingled at his fide; 

And Damon ſwore he would not barter 
The Sportſman's girdle for a garter! 
Who ever came to kill an hour, 
Found caſy Damon in their pow'r; 
Pure ſocial nature all his guide, 
„Damon had not a grain of pride.“ 

He wiſh'd not to clude the ſnares 
Which knavery plans, and craft prepares; 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles; 
And win their univerſal ſmiles : 

For who are chearful who at eaſe, 

But they who cheat us as they pleaſe! 

* He wink d at many a groſs deuzu, 
The new fall'n calf might countermine: 
Thus ev'ry fool allow'd his merit; 
ves! Damon had a zen'rous fpirit !” 
A coxcemb's jeſt. however vile, 
Was ſure, at leaſt, of Damon's ſmile ; 
Vor. II. G 
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That coxcomb ne'er deny'd him ſenſe ; 
For why ? it prove his own pretence ; 
All own'd, were modeſty away, 
Vamon could thine as much as they. 

When wine and folly came in ſcaſon, 
Damon nc'er ſtrove to ſave his reaſon ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar ; 

A ſpy upon a hoſtile ſhore ! 

'was this his company endear'd ; 

Mirth never came till he appear'd ; 

His lodgings ev'ry drauer could ſhew em 
The ſlave was kick'd who did not know 'em. 

Thus Damon ſtudious of bis eaſe, 

And plcaſing all whom mirth could pleaſe ; 
Defy'd the world, like idle Colley, 

To ſhew a ſofter word than folly. 

Since wiidom's gorgon-ſhield was known 
To ſtare the gazcr into ſtone ; 

He choſe to truſt in folly's charm, 

To keep his breaſt alive and warm, 

At length grave leainirg's ſober train 

Remark'd the trifler with diſdain ; 

The ſons of taſte contemn'd his ways 

And rank'd him wnh the brutes that graze : 
While they to nobler heights afpir'd, 

And grew belov'd, eſtecm'd, zdmir'd. 

Hence with our youth. not void of ſpirit, 
His old companions loſt their merit: 

And cv'ry kind, well-natur'd fot, 
Scem'd a dull play, without a plot; 


MORAL PIECES, - 73” 


Where ev'ry yawning gueſt agrees, 

The willing creature ſtrives to pleaſe 

But temper never could amule 

It barely led us to excule ; 

'T was truc converling. they averr'd, 

Ail they had ſcen or fe:r, or heard; 
Jnents of weight! for wights like theſe, 
Tue law might chuſe for vitneſſes: 

But ture th' atteſting dry narration 


Wi iwts a judge of converfation. 
* What were their freedoms? mere excuſes 

To vent ill manners, blows, and brviſes, 

Vet freedom, gallant freedom! hailing, 

At form, at form, inceſſant railing, | 1 

Would they examine cach offence, 

Its latent cauic, its known pretence, 

Punctilio ne'er was known to breed 'em, 

So ſure as fond prolific freedom. 

Their courage? but a loaded gun; 

Machine the wiſe would wiſh to ſhun; 

Its guard unſafe, its lock an il} one, | 

Wheie accident might fire and kill one, | 
In ſhort diſguiſted out of meaſure 2 | | 

Thro' much contempt, and flender n MM 

His ſenſe of dignity returns; 

with native pride his boſom burus; 

He ſceks reſpect but how to gain it ? 

Wit, ſocial mirth, could ne'er obtain it: 
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Aud laughter where it rcigns uncheck'd, 

Diſcards and diſſipates reſpect: 

The man who gravely bows, enfoys it ; 

Put ſhaking hands, at once deltroys it. 

Preca ious plant, which freſh and gay, 

Shrinks at the touch, and fades away! 

Come then, reſei ve! yet from my train 

B.nith contempt and curs'd diſdain, 

Teach me he cry'd, the magic ait 

To act the decent diſtant part: 

To huſband well my complaiſance, 

Nor let ev'n wit too far advance; 

But chuſe calm reaſon for my theme, 

In theſe her royal realms ſupreme : 

And o'er her charms, with caution ſhown, 

But ſtill a graceful umbrage thrown 

And cach abrupter period crown'd, 

With nods, and winks, and ſmiles profound. 

Till reſcu'd from the croud beneath, 

No more with pain to move or breathe, 

I riſe with head clate, to ſhare 

Salubrious draughts of purer air. 

Reſpect it won by grave pretence 

And lilence, ſurer ev'n than ſenſe———- 
"Tis hence the ſacred granduer ſprings, 

Of eaſtern and of other kings, 

Or whence this awe to virtue due, 

While virtue's diſtant as Peru? 

The ſheathleſs ſword the guard diſplays, 

Which round emits its dazzling rays 
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The ſtately fort, the turrets tall, 
Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 
Leſs ſcreens the body, than controuls, 
And wards contempt from royal ſouls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 
That dazzled crouds may be employ'd 
Around the ſurface of — the void. 
O! 'tis the ſtateſman's craft profound 
To ſcatter his amuſements round, 
To tempt us from their conſcious breaſt, 
Where full fledg'd crimes enjoy their neſt. 
Nor awes us evi worth reveal'd 
So deeply, as each vice conceal'd. 

The lordly log, diſpatch'd of yore, 
That the frog people might adore, 
With guards to keep them at a diſtance, 
Had reign'd, nor wanted wit's afliſtance ; 
Nay—had addreſſes from his nation, 
In praiſe of log adminiſtration. 
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THE buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 
And fame and finery pleas'd no more; 
Productive of that gen'ral ſtare 
Which cool reflection ill can bear! 
And, crouds commencing mere vexation, 
Retirement ſent its invitation, 
Romantic ſcenes of pendant kills, 
And verdant vales, and falling rills. 
G 3 
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And moſſy banks the fields adorn, 
Where Damon, ſimple ſwain, was born, 
The dryads rear'd a ſhady grove; 
Where ſuch as think, and ſuch as love, 

Might ſafely ſigh their ſummer's day, 
Or muſe their ſilent hours away. 

The oreads lik'd the climate well, 
And taught the level plain to ſwell, 

In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works deſcry. 

The naiads pour'd their urns around, 
From nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 
They ſorm'd their ſtreams to pleaſe the view, 
And bade them wind as ſerpents do: 
And having fhewn them where to ſtray, 
Threw little pebbles in their way. | 

Iheſe fancy, all-ſagacious maid, 

Had at their ſeveral taſks ſurvey'd; 

She ſaw and ſmil'd; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 
There, with deſcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beautics of the place ; 

And when ſhe all its charms had ſhown, 
Preſcribe improvements of her own. 

* See yonder hill, ſo green, ſo round, 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
*T would well become thy gentle care 
To raiſe a dome to Venus there: 

Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal ſurvey, 
And Venus, in their arms, repay. 


MORAL PIECES, 


'Twas ſuch a ſhade, and ſuch a nook, 

In ſuch a vale, and ſuch a brook, 

From ſuch a rocky fragment ſpringing, 
That fam'd Apollo choſe to ſing in, 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage my tuneful patron's heart. 

How charming there to muſe and warble 
Beneath his buſt of breathing marble ? 
With laurel wreath, aud mimic lyre, 
That crown a poet's vaſt deſire. 

Then, near it ſcoop the vaulted cell 
Where muſic's charming maids may dwell; 
Prone to indulge thy tender paſſion, 
And make thee many an aſſignation. 

cep in the grove's obſcure retreat 

Ee plac'd Minerva's ſacred ſeat ; 

There let her awful turrets riſe, 

(For wiſdom flies from vulgar eyes): 
There her calm dictates ſhalt thou hear 
Diſtlnctly ſtrike thy liſt'ning ear: 

And who would ſhun the pleaſing labour, 
To have Minerva for his neighbour ?” 

In ſhort, fo charm'd cach wild ſuggeſtion, 
Its truth was little call'd in queſtion : 
And Damon dream'd he ſaw the fawns, 
And nymphs, diſtinctly ſkim the lawns ; 
Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 
Loſt in the circling ſhades again, 
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With leer oblique their lover viewing — 
And Cupid —panting-—and pui ſuing 
Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, 
Be thou my goddeſs ! thou my guide! 
For thy bright viſions 1 deſpiſe 
What ſoes may think, or friends adviſe. 
The feign'd concern, when folks ſurvey 
Expence, time, ſtudy caſt away; 
The real ſpleen, with which they ſee: 
I pleaſe myſelf, and follow thee, 
Thus glow'd his breaſt by fancy warm'd ; 
And thus the fairy landſcape charm'd, 
Rut moſt he hop'd his conſtant care 
Might win the favour of the fair ; 
And, wand'ring late thro' yonder glade, 
He thus the foft deſign betray'd. 

„% Ye doves! for whom | rear'd the grove, 
With melting lays ſalute my love ! 
My Delia with your notes detain. 
Or I have rear'd the grove in vain ! 
Ye flow'rs which early ſpring ſupplies, 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ! 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee ; 
Or what were elſe your charms to me? 
Kind zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r, 
Or ne'er again, O gentle wind! 
Shall I, in thee refreſhment find. 
Ye fireams, if &'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 
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May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair; 
© Or oh 'twill deepen my deſpair! 

Be ſure, ye willows! you be ſeen 
Array d in livelicſt robes of green; 

Or will tear your flighted boughs, 

And let them fade around my brows. 

Aud thou. my grott ! whoſe lonely bounds 
| The melancholy pine ſurrounds ! 

May the admire thy peacetul gloom, 

Or thou ſhalt prove her lover's tomb.” 

And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 

Loud laugh'd the tquires, the rabble ſtar'd. 

6 Sce, neighbours, what our Damon's doing! 

I think ſome folks are fond of ruin! 

I aw his theep at random ſtray — 
hut he has thrown his crook away 
And builds ſuch huts as in foul weather, 
Are fit for ſheep nor ſhepherd neither.“ 
Whence came the ſober ſwain miſled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head. 

Phoebus befriends him, we are told; 

And Phoebus coins bright tuns of gold, 

Twere prudent not to be ſo vain on't: 

I think he'll never touch a grain on't. 
And if, from Phoebus, and his muſe, 
Mere earthly lazinefs enſues; 

Dis plain, for aught that I can ſay, 
The devil infpires as well as they. 

So they while fools of grofler kind, 
| Leſs wecting what our bard deſign'd, 
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Impute his ſchemes to real evil; 

That in theſe haunts he met the devil. 
He own'd. tho' their advice was vain, 

It ſuited wights who trode the plain: 

For dulncſs—though he might abhor it 

In them he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonder'd, if beholding mottos, 

And urns and domes, and cells, and grottos, 

Folks, little dreaming of the muſes. 

Were plagu'd to gueſs their proper uſes. 
But did the muſes haunt his cell? 

Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 

Did Pallas in his counſels ſhare ? 

The Delian god reward his pray'r ? 

Or did his zeal engage the fair ? 

When all the 0; :Qurcs fone compete 3 

Not much convenient, wondrous neat ; 

Adorn'd with zilding, painting, planting, 

And the fair gueſts alone were wanting; 

Ah me! ('twas Damon's own confeſſion), 

Came Poverty, and took poſſeſſion. 
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HY droops my Damon, whilſt he roves 
Thro' ornamented meads and groves ? 
Near columns, obeliſks, and ſpires, 
Which ev'ry critic eye admires ? 
'Tis Poverty, deteſted maid, 
Sole tenant of their awple ſhade? 
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eri ſhe that obs him of his caſe, 

Anu bids their very charms difpleaſe, 
nut now by fancy long control d, 

And witi> the ſons of taſte cnroll'd, 

% deem'd it thameful to commence 

Fiilt miniiter to common fſeulc 3 

Far more elat ed, to purſue 

The loweſt talk of dear veriu. 

| And now behold his lofty ſoul, 

That whilom flew from pole to pole, 

Settle on ſome elab rate flower; 

| Aud, like a bce, the ſweets devour ! 

Now, of a roſe enamour'd, prove 

The wild ſolicitudes of love! 

Now, in a lily's cup enſhtin'd, 

Forego the commerce of mankind ! 

As in theſe toils he wore away 

The calm remainder of his day; 

Conducting ſun, and ſhade. and ihow'r, 

As moſt might glad the new-born flou'r, 

So fate ordain'd before his ye 

Starts up the long ſought butterfly; 

While flutt'ring round, her plumes unfold 

Celeſtial crimſon dropt with gold. 
Adicu, ye bands of flow'rets fair! 

The living beauty claims his care: 

For this he ſtrips— nor bolt, nor chain, 

Could Damon's warm purſuit reſtrain. 

' See him o'er hill moraſs or mound, 


Wherc- cer the ſpeckled game is found, 
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Tho“ bent with age, with zeal purſue, 
And totter tow'rds the prey in view, 

Nor rock nor ſtream, his ſteps retard, 

Intent upon the bleſs'd reward: 

One vaſſal fly repays the chace ! 

A uin, a film, rewards the race! 
Rewards him tho diſeaſe attend, 
And in a fatal ſurfeit end 

So ficrce Camilla ſkimm'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
She ey'd intent the glitt'ring (ſtranger, 
And knew alas! nor fear nor danger, 
Till deep within her panting heart, 
Malicious fate impell'd the dart ! 

How ſtudious he what fav'rite food 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood ! 
What junkets fat the filmy people! 

And what liquors they choſe to tipplc ! 
Behold him, at ſome criſe preſcribe, 
And raiſe with drugs the ſick'ning tribe; 

Or haply, when their ſpirits fa'ter, 
Sprinkling my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water. 

When nature's brood of inſccts dies, 
See how he pimps for am'rous flies! 

See him the timcly ſuccour lend her, 
And help the wantons to engender : 

Or fee him guaid their pregnant hour; 
Excert his 1oft obſtetric pow'r ; 

And, lending each his lenient hand, 
With new-born grubs enrich the land! 
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* O Wilkes! what poet's loftieſt lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praiſe ? 
Immortal ſage ! by fate decreed 

| To guard the moth's illuſtrious breed! 
Till Autt'ring ſwarms on ſwarms ariſe, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flics ! 
And muſt we praiſe this taſte for toys? 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Le youths of fiftcen years, or more, 
Reſign your moths—the ſcaſon's o'er, 
Tis time more ſocial joys to prove; 
'Twere now your nobler talk—to love, 
Let ****'s eyes more deeply warm ; 
Nor, flight ing nature's faireſt form, 
| The bias of your ſouls determine 
| Tow'rds the mean love of nature's vermin. 
But ah ! how wondrous few have known, 
To give each ſtage of life its own ? | 

'Fis the pretexta's utmoſt bound, 
With radiant purple edg'd around, 

To pleaſe the child, whoſe glowing dyes 
| Too long delight maturer eyes: 

And few, but with regret, aſſume 

The plain-wrought labours of the loom, 

Ah! let not me by fancy ſteer, 

When life's autumnal clouds appear; 

Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 

Conſume my faireſt, fruitleſs days: 
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* Alluding to moths and butterflies delineated by 
Benjamin Wilkes, Sce his very expenſive propoſals. 
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Like him who ſhould in armour ſpend 
Ihe ſums that armour ſhould defend. 
A while. in pleaſure's myrtle bow'r ; 

We ſhare her ſmiles and bleſs her puw'r; 
Put find at laſt, we vainly ſtrive 

Jo fx the worſt coquette alive. 

O you! that with afſiduons flame 
Have long purſu'd the taithlets dame; 
Forſake her foft abodes a while, 

An dare her frown, and flight her ſmile, 
Nor ſcorn, whatever wits may ſay, 
The foot path road, the king's highway, 
No more the ſcrup'lous charmer teale, 
Put feck the roots of honeſt caſe ; 

Tune rival fair. no more purſu'd, 

Shall there with forward peace iutrude; 
Shall there her ev'ry art ceffay, 

To win you to her flightcd ſway ; 

And grant vour ſcorn a glance more fair 
Than c'er ſhe gave vour fondeſt pray'r. 

But would you happineſs purſue ? 
Vartake both eaſe and pleatute too? 
Would you, thio' all your days, diipenſe 
"The joys of reaſon, and of ſenſe ? 

Or give to life the meſt you can! 
J.et ſocial virtue ſhape the plan. 
For docs not to the virtuous deed 
A train of pleahng tweets fuected? 
Or. like the ſweets of wild deſire, 
Did tocial plcaiurrs ever tire ? 
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Yet. midſt the groupe be ſome preferr'd, 


Be ſome abhor'd for Damon ert d: 
And ſuch there are —of fair addreis— 
As 'twere uniacial to carcls 
© learn, by reaſon's equal rule, 
To (hun the praile of kuave. or fool; 
Then. though vou deem it better ſtill 
To gain ſome ruſtic "tquire's good wil“; 
And fouls. however mean or vile, 
Like features, brighten by a ſmile; 
Vet reafon holds it foi a crime, 
The trivial breait thon'd ſhare thy time: 
And virtue, with reluctant eyes, 
Bcholds this human ſacrifice ! 

Through deep reſęrve and air erect, 
Miltaken Damon won reſpect; 
But could the ſpecious homage puls 
With any creature but an ais? 
If conſcious, they who fear'd the (kin, 
Would ſcorn the fluggilh brute within. 
What awe ſtruck flaves the tow'rs incloſe, 
Where Perſian monarchs cat, and doze ? 
What proſtrate reverence all agree, 
To pay a prince they never ſce! 
Mere vaſſals of a royal throne ! 
To ſophi's virtues muſt be ſhown, 
To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia—would(t thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ?—take her. 
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She will with duteous care attend, 
And all thy penſive hours befriend; 
Will ſw.ll thy joys, will ſhare thy pain; 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain; 
Will ſmooth thy pillow, plait thy bow'rs, 
And bind thine aching kead with flow'rs. 
But be this previous maxim known, 
If thou canſt feed on love alone; 
If bleſs'd with her, thou canſt ſuſtain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain; 
If ſo—then riflle all her graces— 
And fruitful be your fond embraces. 

Joo ſoon, by caitiff ſpleen inſpir'd, 
Sage Damon to his groves retir'd: 
The path diſclaim'ò by ſober reafon; 
Retirement claims a later ſeaſon; 
Ere active youth and warm deſires 
Have quite withdrawn their ling'ring fires, 
With the warm boſom, ill agree, 
Or limpid ſtream, or ſhady tree. 
Love lurks within the roſy bow'r, 
And claims the ſpeculative hour ; 
Ambition finds his calm retreat, 
And bids his pulſe too fiercely beat; 
Ev'n ſocial friendſhip duns his ear, 
And cites him to the public ſphere. 
Does he reſiſt their genuine force ? 
His temper takes ſome forward courſe ; 
Till paſſion, miſdirected ſighs 
For weeds, or ſhells, or grubs, or flies. 
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Far happieſt he, whoſe early days 
Spent in the ſocial paths of praiſe, 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 

A train of virtuous deeds behind: 
From this rich fund, the mem'ry draws 
The laſting meed of ſelf-applauſe. 

Such fair idcas lend their aid 
To people the ſequeſter d ſhade. 

Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fawns, 
That haunt his floods, or cheer his lawas. 
If where his devious rambie ſtrays, 

He virtue's radiant form ſurveys ; 

She ſeems no longer now to wear 

The rigid mien. the frown fevere * ; 

To ſhew him her remote abode; 

To point the rocky ard'vus road: 

But from each flow'r his ficlds allow, 

She twines a garland: tor his brow, 
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* Alluding to—the allegory in CERES'“s TABLES. 
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OECONOMY, 


A RHAPSODY, addreſſed to young Por rs. 


Infanis ; omnes gelidis quicunque lacernis 


Sunt tibi, Naſones Virgilioſque vides, M. 


PART Tun FIRST. 


O you, ye bards ! whoſe laviſh breaſt requires 
This monitory lay, the ſtrains belong? 
Nor think ſome miſer vents his ſapient ſaw, 
Or ſome dull cit, unfecling of the charms 


That tempt profuſion, ſings; while friendly zeal, 


To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 
Inſpires the meaneſt of the muſe's train! 
Like you I lothe the grov'ling progeny, 

Vhoſe wily arts, by creeping time maturd, - 
Advance them high on pow'rs tyrannic thrones 
'To lord it there in gorgeous uſeleſſneſs, 

And ſpurn ſucceſsleſs worth that pines below! 
Sce the rich churl, amid the focial ſons 

Of wine and wit, regaling! hark he joins 

In the free jeſt delighted! ſeems to ſhew 

A mclioratcd heart! he laughs! he ſings! 

Songs of gay import, madrigals of glee, 

And drunken anthems ſect agape the board. 

Like * Demea, in the play, benign and mild, 

And pouring forth benevolence of ſoul, 
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Till Micio wonders; or, in Shakeſpear's line, | 
Obſtrep'rons ſilence ; drowning Shallow voice, 
And ſtartling Falſtaff+ and his mad compeers. 
He owns *ti- prudence ever and anon, 

To ſwooth his careful brow; to let his purſe 

| Ope to a ſixpence's diameter; 
He likes our ways, he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleaſance, and deſerve regard, | | | 
True we are dainty good ſociety ; 
But what art thou ? alas! conſider well, 
Thou bane of ſocial pleaſure, know thyſelf, 


- 
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They fell approach, like ſome invaſive damp 
Breath'd thro' the pores of carth from Stygian caves, h ö | 
Deſtroys the lamp of mirth ? the lamp which we 


Its flamens boaſt to guard, we know not how: 1 
But at thy ſight the fading flames aſſumes J 
A ghaſtly blue, and in a ſtench expires, | 1 
True, thou ſeem'ſt chang'd ; all fainted all enſky'd; : 5 
| 


The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes, 
Say thou art honeſt and of gentle kind 


But all is falſe ! an intermitting figh x | 
Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to ſmiles, 10 | 
And deems thoſe only loſt thou doſt not loſe. 1 


Ev'n for a demi-groat, this open'd ſoul, 
This boon companion, this elaſtic breaſt | Ft 
Revibrates quick; and ſends the tuneful tongue 6 
To laviſh muſic on the rugged walls | 
Of ſome dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, fly! 

Touch not my glaſs, nor drain my ſacred bowl, 
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Monſter, ingrate ! beneath one common (ſky 


Why ſhould(it thou breathe ! beneath one common roof 


Thou ne'er ſhalt harbour ; nor my little boat 
Receive a ſoul with crimes to preſs it down, 
Go to thy bags, thou recreant ! hourly go, 
And gazing there, bid them he wit, be mirth, 
Be converſation, Not a face that ſmiles 
Admit thy preſence! not a ſoul that glows 
With ſocial purport, bid or ev'n or morn 
Inveſt thce happy ! but when life declines, 


May thy ſure heirs ſtand titt'ring round thy bed, 


And, ulh'ring in their fav'rites, burſt thy locks, 

And fill their laps with gold; till want and care 

With joy depart, and cry, We atk no more.“ 
Ah never, never may th' harmonious mind 

Endure the worldly ! pocts ever. void 

Of guile, diltruſileſs, ſcorn the treaſur'd gold, 

And ſpurn the miſer, ſpurn the deity. 

Balanc'd with friendſhip, in the poet's eye, 

The rival'd ſcale of int'reſt kicks the beam, 

Than lightning ſwifter. From his cavern'd fore 

The ſordid ſoul, with ſelf applauſe, remarks 

The kind propenſity; remarks and ſmiles, 

And hies with impious haſte to ſpread the ſnare. 

Him we deride, and in our comic ſcencs 

Contemn the nigzard form Molicre has drawn. 

We lothe with juſtice; but alas the pain 

To bow the knee before this calf of gold. 

Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown ! 
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But 'tis not Gomez, 'tis not he whoſe heart 
Is cruſted o'er with droſs, whoſe callous mind 
Is ſenſeleſs as his gold, the ſlighted muſe 
Intenſely lothes *'Tis ture no cqual taſk 
To pardon him, who lavithes his wealth 
On racer, fox hound, hawk. or ſpanicl, all 
But human merit; who with gold clays 
All, but the nobleſt pleaſure, to remove 
The wants of genius, and its ſmiles enjoy. 
But you, ye titled youths! whoſe nobler zeal 
Would burnith o'er your coronets with fame, 
Who liſten pleas'd when poct tunes his lay, 
Permit him not, in diſtant folitudes, 
To pine, to languiſh out the flecting hours 
Of active youth! then virtue pants tor praiſe, 
That ſeaſon unadorn'd, the careleſs bard 
Quits your worn threſhold, and, like honeſt Gay, 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time ſo ill, 
Your favours then, like trophies giv'n the tomb, 
1h' enfranchis'd fpirit ſoaring not perceives, 
Or ſcorns perceiv'd; and execrates the ſmile 
Which bade his vig'rous bloom, to treach'rous hopes 
And ſervile cares a prey, expire in vain! 
Two lawleſs pow'rs, engag'd by mutual hate 
In endleſs war, beneath their flags enroll 
The vaſſal world. This Avarice is nam'd, 
That Luxury; 'tis true their partial friends 
Aſſign them ſofter names ; uſurpers both ! 
That ſhare by dint of arms the legal throne 
Of juſt oeconomy; yet botb betray d 
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By fraudſul miniſters The n'i»-gard chief 

Lilt'ning to want, all faitbleis and prepar'd 

To juin each moment in his rival's train, 

Hi. conduct models hy the needleſs fears 

The flave inſpires while luxury. a chief 

Of amy clt taith, to plenty s rule reſigns 

Lis plenty's flatt'ring ſounds 
Ingrofs his car; tis plenty's ſmiling form 


His whole campaign. 

Moves {tilt before his eyes, Diſerction fliives, 

Fut (ſtrives in vain, to banith from the throne 

The perjur'd minion. He, ſecure of truſt, 

With latent malice to the hoſtile camp 

Day, night, and hour. his monarch's wealth conveys, 
Ye tow'ring minds! ye ſublimated ſouls ! 

Who, careleſs to your fortunes, ſcal and ſign, 

Set. let contract, acquit, with eaſter mein 

Than fops take ſnutt' whoſe oeconomic care 

Your green filk purſe engrotles! eaſy, pleas'd, 

To ſee gold ſparkle thro' the ſubtle folds 

Lovely, as when th' Heſperian fiuit:ge ſmil'd 

Amid the verd'rous grove, who fondly hope 

Spontaneous harveſts! harveſts all the year! 

Who ſcatter wealth, as tho' the radiant crop 

Glitter'd on ev'ry bough and cv'ry bough 

Like that the Trojan gather d. once avuls'd 

Where by a ſplendid ſucce ſſor ſupply d 

Inſtant, ſpoutaneous ! liſten to my lays. 

For 'tis nor fools, whate'er proverbial phraſe 

Have long decreed, that quit with greateſt caſe 

The treaſur'd gold, Of words indeed profuſe, 
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Of gold tenacious, their torpeſcent ſoul 
Clenches their coin, and what clecttal fire 
Shall ſolve the froſty gripe, and bid it flow? 
Tis genius, fancy, that to wild exp-nce 
Of health! of treaſure! ſtimulates the Hul: 
Theſe with officious care. and fatal ait, 
Improve the vinous flavour ; theſe the ſmile 
Of Cloe ſoften ; theſe the glare of dreſs 
Illume ; the glitt ring chariot gild anew, 
And add ſtrange wiſdom to the furs of pow'r, 
Alas! that he amid the race of men, 
That he. who thinks of pureſt gold with ſcorn, 
Should with unſated appctite demand, 
And vainly court the pleaſures it procures! 
When fancy's vivid ſpark impells the foul 
To ſcorn quotidian ſcenes, to ſpurn the bliſs 
Of vulgar minds what noſtrum thall compoſe 
Its fatal tenſion * in what loncly vale 
Of balmy med'cine's various ficld afpires 
The bleſt refrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgaſm uncontroll'd! 
Impatient, hence of all, the frugal mind 
R-quires : to cat, to drink, to ſleep. to fill 


A cheſt with gold. the ſprightly breaſt demands 


Ince ſſant rapture. life a tedious load, 

Deny d its continui y of joy. 

But whence obtain? philoſophy requires 

No laviſh coſt, to croun its ut moſt pray 'r 
Suffice the root built cell, the ſimple fleece, 
The juicy viand. and the cryſtal ſtream. 

| Ev'n mild ſtupidity rewards her train 

With cheap coatentment, Taſte alone requires 
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Entire profuſion! Days, and nights. aud hours, 
Thy voice hydropic fancy ! calls aloud 
For coſtly draughts, innundant bowls of joy, 
Rivers of rich regalement ! ſeas of bliſs! 
Seas without ſhore! infinity of ſweets! 

And yet, unleſs ſage reaſon join her hand 
In plcaſure's purchaſe, pleaſure is unſure ; 
And yet, unleſs oeconomy's conſent 
Legitimate expence, ſome graceleſs mark, 
Some ſymptom ill conceal'd, ſhall, ſoon or late, 
Burſt like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming want's diſeaſe, 
Amidit the bloom of ſhew. The ſcanty ſtream 
Slow loit'ring in its channel, ſeems ſo vie 
With Vaga's depth ; but ſhould the ſedgy pow'r 
Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 
O'er the rough rock, how muſt his fellow- ſtreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boaſtive rill! 

not aſpire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain! 
But ere ſelf flatt'ry ſoothe the vivid breaſt 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Reflect how few, who charm'd the liſtning ear 
Of ſatrap or of king, her ſmiles enjoy'd! 
Con ſider well, what meagre alms repay'd - 
The great Maconian, fire of tuneful ſong, 
And prototype of all that ſoar'd ſublime, 
And left dull cares below ; what griefs impell'd 
The modeſt bard of learn'd Eliza's reign 
To ſwell with tcars his Mulla's parent ſtream, 
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And mourn aloud the pang, to ride, to run, 

To ſpend, to give, to want. to be undone.” 

Why ſhould | tell of Cowley's penſive muſe 

Relov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme! 

Which of your boaſted race might hope reward 

Like loyal Butler, when the lib'ral Charles, 

The judge of wit. perus'd the ſprightly page 

Triumphant o'er his foes ! Belicve not hope, 

The poet's paraſite ; but learn alone 

To ſpare the ſcanty boon the fates decree. 

Poet and rich ! *tis ſoleciſm extreme! 

is heighten'd contradiction. in his frame, 

In cv'ry nerve and fibre of his ſoul, 

The latent ſecds and principles of want 

His nature wove, and fate confirm'd the clue, 
Nor yet deſpair to ſhun the ruder gripe 

Of penury ; with nice preciſion learn 

A dollar's value. Foremoſt in the page 

That marks th' expence of each revolving vear, 

Place inattention. When the luſt of praiſe, 

Or honour's falſe idea tempts thy ſoul 

To flight frugality, aſſure thine heart 

That danger's near. 'This periſhable coin 

Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty, 

It fetters miſers, but it muſt alone 

Enfranchiſe thee, The world, the cit-like world 

Bids thee beware; thy little craft eſſay; 

Nor, pidling with a tea ſpoon s ſlender form, 

Zee with ſoup ladles devils gormandiſe. 
Oeconomy! thou good old aunt, whoſe mien 

Vor, II. L 
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Furrow'd with age arid care the wife adore 
The wits contemn ! reterving (till thy ſtores 
To cheer thy friends at laſt! why with the cit, 
Or bookleſs churl, with each ignoble name, 
Each earthly nature, deign'ſt thou to re ſide ? 
And ſhunnirg all, who by thy favours ound 
Might glad the world to ſeck ſome vulgar nid 
Inipiring pride, and ſelfiſh ſhapes of ill? 

Why with the old, infirm and impotent, 
And childleſs, love to dwell, yet leave the breaſt 
Ot youth, unwarn'd, unguided. uninform'd ? 
Ot youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind ? for ſure to youthful eyes 
(Hou ſhort ſoc er it prove) the road of lite 
Appears protracted : fair on either fide 
Ihe loves. the graces play, on fortune's child 
Protuſely ſmiling ; well might you eſſay 
The frugal plan, the lucrative employ, 

Sowce of their favour all the live long day. 
Fur fate aſſents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glitt ring ſeeds of care 

O that the mufes voice might pierce the car 
Of gen'rous youth, tor youth deterves her ſong, 
Youth is fair virtuc's ſeaſon. virtue then 
Requires the pruner's hand: the ſequent ſtage, 
It barely vegetates; not long the ſpace 
Ere robb'd of warmth its arid trunk diſplay 
Fell winter's total reign O lovely ſource 
Of gen'rous foibles, youth! when op ning minds 
Arc houclt as the ligut, lucid as air, 
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s ſoſſ'ring breezes kind, as linnets gay 


4 
e. 


5 4aplefe itate of min! his earlieſt youth 


cas buds, and laviſh as the fpring ! 


Coz:08 1tielt, his age detrands mankind. 
Nor deen it ffrrange that rolting vears ah rade 
The cial bias Life's exicnfive page 
What do-s it bat uno repeated proofs 
Of gold so ninotence * Wit 1 patclots, friends, 
Sick ning benesth its ray, enervate ſume, 
And others dead, whot- putrid name exhales 
A nvitome ſcent, the bulky volume teems 
Wich kinfmen, brothers, fous, moiſtiing the ſhroud, 
Or honouring the grave, with ſpecious grief 
Ot chort duration; bon in fortune's beams 
Alert, and wond'ring at the tears they ſhed, 
But who ſhall ſave by tame proſaic ſtrain 
That glowing breaſt dere wit with youth conſpires 
To ſweeten luxury the fearful muſe 
Shall yet proceed, tho' by the tainteſt gleam 
Of hope inſpir d, to warn the train ihe loves. 


PART Tat SECOND, 


N ſome dark ſeaſon, when the miſty ſhower 
Obſcures the tun, and ſaddens all the (ky; 
When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ſtream 
Invites thee forth, to ſport thy drooping mule; 
Seize the dull hour, nor with regret afſizn 
To worldly prudence. She, nor nice nor coy, 
Accepts the tribute of a joyleſs day; 
She ſmiles well pleas'd when wit and mirth recede, 
12 
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And not a grace, and not a muſe will hear. 
Then, from majeſtic Mar»'s awful (train, 
Or tow'ring Homer let thine eye deſcend 
To trace with patient induſtry, the page 
Of income and expence And oh! beware, 
Thy beaſt, ſelf flait'ring, place no courtly (mile, 
No golden promiſe of the faithleſs muſe, 
Nor latent mind which fortunc's hand may ſhew, 
Amid thy ſolid ſtore The tyrten's ſong 
Wrecks on the liſt'ning ſailor half fo ſure, 
Sce by what avenues, what devious paths, 
The foot of want, detefted, ſteals along, 
And bars each fatal paſs, Some few ſhort hours 
\ purCtual care the refuſe of thy year 
On frugal ſchemes employ'd ſhall give the muſe 
To ling intrepid many a cheerful day. 
Kut ij too ſoon before the tepid gales 
Thy reiolution melt and ardent vows 
In wary hours preferr'd or die forgot, 
Or ſeem the forc'd effect of hazy ſkies ; 
Then ere ſurpriſe by whoſe impetuous rage 
The mafly fort, with which thy gentler bicaſt 
I not compare, is won, the ſong proceeds. 
Know too by nature's undiminiſh'd law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation. atoms, ſyſtems. all! 
Attract and are attracted; nor prevails the law 
Alone in matter; ſoul alike with fonl 
Aſpire. to join; nor yet in ſouls alone, 
In cach idea it imbibes, is found 
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The kind propenſity. And when they meet, 7 
And grow familiar. various though their tribe, 
Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith: bt 
That ſhould the world's disjointed frame once more 371i 
To chaos yield the ſway, amid the wreck 

Their union ſhould ſurvive; with Roman warmth, 
By facred hoſpitable laws endear'd, | 


—— — 
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Should each idea recollect its friend. 
Here then we fix; on this perennial baſe } ol 

Erect thy ſafety, and defy the ſtorm. 1 

Let ſoft profuſion's fair idea join WH 


Her hand with poverty; nor here deſiſt, 

Till, o'er the groupe that forms their various train, 
Thou ſing loud hymeneals. Let the pride 

Of outward ſhew in laſting leagues combine 
With ſhame thread bare; the gay vermilion face 
Of raſh intemp'rance, be diſcreetly pair'd 

With fallow hunger; the licentious joy, 

With mean dependance ; ev'n the dear delight 
Of ſcalpture, paint, intaglios, books and coins, 
Thy breaſt, ſagacious prudence! thall connect 
With filth and beggary ; nor diſdain to link 
With black inſolveney. Thy ſoul alarm'd 

Shall ſhun the ſyren's voice; no, boldly dare 
To bid the ſoft enchantreſs ſhare thy breaſt, 
With ſuch a train of horrid fiends conjoin'd. 

Nor think, ye ſordid race] ye groveling minds 
frame the ſong for you! for you, the muſe 
Could other rules impart. The friendly ſtrain 
For gentler boſoms plann'd, to yours would prove 
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The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 

Whatever Colchos bore, and in your breaſt 

Compaſſion, love, and friendſhip all deſtroy ! 
It greatly ſhall avail, if &'er thy ſtores 

Increaſe apace, by periodic days 

Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, 

The lean reward of groſs unbounded praiſe! 

It much avails, to ſeize the preſent hour, 

And, undeliberating, call around 

Thy hungry creditors ; their horrid rage 

When once appeas'd, the ſmall remaining ſtore 

Shall riſe in weight tenfold, in luſtre riſe, 

As gold improv'd by many a fierce aſſay; 

*Tis thus the frugal huſbandman directs 

His narrow ftream, if o'er its wonted banks 

By ſudden rains impell'd, it proudly ſwell ; 

His timely hand through better tracks conveys 

The quick decreaſing tide; ere borne along 

Or through the wild moraſs, or cultur'd ficld, 

Or bladed graſs mature, or barren ſands 

It flow deſtructive, or it flow in vain 

But happieſt he who ſan&ifies expence 

By preſent pay ! who ſubjects not his fame 


To tradeſman's varlets, nor bequeaths his name, 


His honour'd name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of baſe mechanic, ſordid, unſincere! 

There haply, while thy muſe ſublimely ſoars 
Beyond this earthly ſphere, in heav'ns abodes, 
And dreams of nectar and ambroſial ſweets, 
Thy growing debt ſteals unregarded oer 
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The punctual record; till nor Phoebus ſelf.— 
Nor ſage Minerva's art can aught avail 

To ſoothe the ruthleſs dun's deteſted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curſe profane 

He loads the gentle muſe, then hurls thee down 
To want, remorſe, captivity, and ſhame. 


Each public place, the glitt'ring haunts of men, 


With horror fly. Why loiter near thy bane 
Why fondly linger on a hoſtile ſhore 
Diſarm'd, defenceleſs ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why alas to breathe 

A moment's ſpace, here ev'ry breeze is death! 
Death to thy future peace! Away, collect 
Thy diſſipated mind; contract thy train 

Of wild ideas o'er the flow'ry fields 

Of ſhew diffus'd, and ſpeed to ſafer climes. 
Oeconomy preſents her glaſs, accept 

The faithful mirrour ; pow'rful to diſcloſe 

A thouſand forms, unſcen by careleſs eyes, 
That plot thy fate. Temptation in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with ev'ry ſweet perfum'd, 
Beſcts thy ſenſe; eætortion follows cloſe 

Her wanton ſtep; and ruin brings the fear. 
Theſe and the reſt ſhall her myſterious glaſs 
Embody to thy view; like Venus, kind, 
When to her lab'ring ſon, the vengeful pow'rs 
That urg'd the fall of Ilium, ſhe diſplay'd. 
He, not imprudent, at the ſight declin'd 

Th' unequal conflict, and deerecd to raiſe 
The Trojan welfare on ſome happier ſhore, 
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For here to drain thy ſwelling purſe await 
A thouſand arts, a thouſand frauds attend, 


& The cloud wrought canes, the gorgeous ſnuff-boxes, 


The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, 
With all its bright inhabitants, ſhall waſte 

Its melting ſtores, and in the dreary void 
Leave not a doit behind.“ Exe yet exhauſt 

Its flimſy folds offend thy penſive eye, 

Away ! emboſom'd deep in diſtant ſhades, 

Nor ſcen nor ſecing, thou may ſt vent thy ſcorn 
Of lace, embroid'ry, purple, gems, and gold ! 
There of the farded fop, and <iſenc'd beau, 
Ferocious with a ſtoic's frown, diſcloſe 

Thy manly ſcorn, averſe to tinſel pomp, 

And fluent thine harangue. But can thy ſoul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drels, 
Where dreſs is merit! Where thy graver friend 
Shall with thee burniſh'd ! where the ſprightly fair 
Demand embelliſhment ! ev'n Delia's eye, 

As in a garden, roves. of hues alone 

Inquirent, curious? Fly the curs'd domain; 
'Theſe are the realms of luxury and ſhew; 

No claſſic foil, away! the bloomy ſpring 
Attracts thee hence; the waning autumn warns; 
Fly to thy native ſhades, and dread ev'n there, 
Leſt buſy fancy tempt thy narrow ſtate 

Beyond its bounds. Obſerve Florclio's mein. 
Why treads my friend with melancholy itep 
That beauteous lawn ? Why penſive ſtrays his eye 
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Oer ſtatves. grottos, urns, by critic art 
Proportion d fair? or from his lofty dome 
Bright glitt'ring thro' the grove, returns his eye 
Unpleas'd, diſconſolate? And is it love, 
Diſaſtrous love, that robs the finiſh'd ſcenes 
Of all their beauty cent'ring all in her 
His foul adores ? or from a blacker cauſe 
Springs this remorſeful gloom ? is contcious guilt 
The latent ſource of more than love's deſpair ? 
It cannot be within that poliſh'd breaſt 
Where ſcience dwells, that guilt ſhould harbour there. 
No ! "tis the fad furvey of preſent want, 
And paſt protufion ! Loft to him the ſweets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with ev'ry chu: m 
For other cyes; or, it remaining proofs 
Ort criminal expence ! Sweet interchange 
Of river, valley. mountain, woods, and plains! 
How gladſome once he rang'd your native turf, 
Your ſimple ſcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 
Had laviſh'd thouſand ornaments, and taught 
Convenience to perplex him, art to pall, 
Pomp to deject and beauty to diſplcaſe, 

Oh! for a ſoul to all the glare of wealth, 
To fortune's wide cxhauſtleſs treaſury, 
Nobly ſuperior ! but let caution guide 
The coy diſpoſal of the wealth we ſcorn, 
And prudence be our almoner! Alas! 
The pilgrim wand'ring o'er ſome diſtant clime, 
»worn foe of av'rice ! not diſdains to learn 
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Its coin's imputed worth; the deſtin'd means 
To ſmooth his paſſage to the favour'd ſhrine. 
Ah let not us, who tread this ſtranger world, 
I. none who ſojourn on the realins ot life, 
Fu get the land is merc'nary ; nor waſte 
His fare, e'er landed on no venal ſhore 

Let never bard conſult Palladio's rules; 
Let never bard, O Burlington, ſacvey 
"Thy learned art, in Chitwick's dome difplay'd ; 
D.ng'rous incentive, nor with ling'ring eye 
Suivey the window Venice calls her own. 
Better for him, with no ingrateful mute, 
To ling a requiem to that gentle foul 
Wo» plann'd the (ky light, which to laviſh bards 
Cnveys alone the pure ethereal ray 
For garrets him, and ſqualid walls await 
Unleſs, prefageſnl, trom this friendly (train, 
He gican advice, and (hun the ſcribbler's doom. 


PART Tae THIRD, 


ET once again, and to thy doubtful fate 
The trembling muſe conſigns thee. Ere contempt, 
Or want's empoiſon'd arrow, ridicule, 
Transfix thy weak unguarded breaſt, behold ; 
The poet's roofs, the careleſs poet's, his 
Who ſcorns advice, ſhall cloſc my ſerious lay 
When Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd, 
The play thing of compariſon, arriv'd 
Where learned boſoms their aerial ſchemes 
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Projected, ſtudious of the pub ic ucal; 

Mid theſe on ſubticr artiſt he deſcty'd, 

Who chcritl;d in his duft; tenement 

The ſpider's web. injurious, to ſupplant 

Fair Albion's fleeces ! Never, never may 

Our monarch on iuch fatal purpoſe im:ile, 

And irritate Miuciva's beggar'd ton's, 

The Mclkſham weavers! Here in ev'ry nook 

Their wefts they ſpun ; here revell'd uncontroll d, 

And, like the flags from Weſtminſtcr's high roof 

D-pendent, here their flutt ring textures wav d, 

Such, fo adorn'd, the cell 1 mean to ſing! 

Cell ever ſqualid ! where the ſnecrful maid 

Will not fatigue her hand! broom never cor gs, 

That comes to all! o'er whote quieſcent uuns 

Arachae's unmoleſted care has drawn 

Curtains ſubfuſk, and ſave th' expence of a't, 
Survey thoſe walls, in fady texture clad, 

Where wand'ring ſnails in many a ſlimy path, 

Free, unreſtrain'd their various journies crawl; 

Fer: cgrinations ſtrange. and labyrinths 

Confus'd inextricable ! ſuch the clue 

Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explain'd 

Hooks angles! crooks and involutions wild! 

Mean time thus filver'd with meanders gay 

In mimic pride the ſnail-wrought tiſſue ſhines, 

Perchance of tabby, or of arctine, 

Not ill exprcflive! ſuch the pow'r of ſnails! 
Behold his chair, whoſe fractur'd ſcat infirm 

And aged cuſhion hides ! replete with duſt 
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The foiliag'd velvet plcaſing to the eye 

Ot great Eliza's reign, bat now the ſnare 

Of weary gueilt that on the ſpecious bed 

Sits down confiding Ah! difaſtovs wight ! 

In evil hour ange raſhly doſt thou truſt 

The fraudful couch ' for tho' ia vet cas'd 
The fated thi:zh ſhatl kifs tle duſty floor 

The trav'ler thus, that oer Hibernian plains 
Hath ſhap'd his way, on beds profute of flow'rs, 
Co ſlip, or primroſe or the circ'lar eye 

Of daiſic fair, decrees to baſk ſupine. 

And ſce! delighted down he drops, ſecure 

Of ſweet refreſhment, caſe without annoy, 

Or lucious noon-day nap. Ah much deceiv'd, 
Much ſuff ring pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap, 
Nor ſweet repoſe ſhalt find: the falſe moraſs 

In quiv*'ring n 'ulations yi: Ids beneath 

Thy burden, in the miry gulf inclos'd ! 

And who would truſt appcarine” calt t' ine eye 
Where mid machines of het'iogencous form 
His coat d:pend<; alas! his only coat, 

E deſt of things! and napleſs, as an heath 

Of ſmall extent by fleecy myriads graz'd. 

Not diff rent have I {cen in dreary vault 
Dilplay'd, a coffin; on each ſable fide 

The texture unmoleſted ſeems entire 

Fraudful. when touch'd it glides to duſt away! 
And lcaves the wondring ſwain to gape, to ſtare, 
And with expreſſive ſhrug and piteous figh, 
Declaie the fatal force of rolling years, 


Or 
Thi 
An 
Bot! 
Full 
The 
The 
He | 
An 
Indi 
The 
An 
He: 
To 

0); - 
But 
Of | 
Ort 


MORAL PIECES, 


Or dire extent of frail mortality, 

This aged veſture ſcorn of gazing beaux, 

And formal cits, (themſelves too haply ſcorn'd} 

Both on its fleeve and on its ſkirt, retains 

Full many a pin wide ſparkling : for if e'er 

Their well-known creſt met his delighted eye, 

Tho wrapt in thought, commercing with the ſky, 

He gently ſtooping, ſ-orn'd not to upraiſe, 

And on each ſleeve. as conſcious of their uſe, 

Indenting fix them; nor, when arm'd with theſe, 

The cure of rents and ſcparations dire, 

And chaſms enormous, did he view diſmay'd 

Hedge, bramble, thicket, buſh, portending fate 

To breeches, coat, and hoſe, had any wiglit 

0; vulgar {kill, the tender texture own'd ;; 

But gave his mind to form a ſonnet quaint 

Of Silvia's ſhoe-ſtring, or of Cloc's fan, 

Or ſweetly fathion'd tip of Celia's ear. 

Alas ! by frequent uſe decays the force 

Of mortal at! the refractory robe 

Eludes the tailor's art, eludes his own ; 

How potent once in union quaint conjoin'd ! 
See near his bed (his bed too falſely call d 

The place of reſt, while it a bard ſuſtains ; 

Pale, meagre, muſe-rid wight ! who reads in vaig 

Narcotic volumes oer) his candleſtick, 

Radiant machine. when from the plaſtic hand 

Of Mulciber, the may'r of Brimingham, 

The engine ifſu'd ; now alas diſgui-'d 

By many an uactuous tide, that wand'ring down 
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Its ſides congeal ; what he, perhaps, eſſays 


With bumour forc'd, and ill diſſembled mile, Or 
Idly to liken to the poplar's trunk, Cu 
When o'er its bark, the lucid amber, wound A 
In many a pleaſing fold incruſts the tree At 
Or juits kim more the winter's candy'd thorn, N. 
When ſrom each branch, anucal'd, the works of froſt W. 
Pervaſive, radiant icicles depend? Ge 
How ſhall 1 ſing the various ills that wait 
The careful fonneteer ? or who can paint II. 
The ſhifts enormous, that in vain he forms H: 
J patch his paneleſs window; to cement . 
Ilis batter'd tea pot, ill retentive vaſe? I 
3 Jo war with ruin? anxious to conceal to 
__ Want's fell appearance, of the real ill A 
_ Nor foe, nor (carful. Ruin unforeſeen A 
N Invades his chattels; ruin will invade; T 
f Will claim his whole invention to repair, A 
1 Nor, of the giſt, for tuncful ends deligu'd, F. 
Allow one part to decorate his ſong, T 
While rigvicule, with ever pointing hand A 
Conſcious of ev'iy thift. of ce'ry thilt B 
Indicative, his in moſt plot betrays. 0 
Voints to the nock, which he his Cudy calls, E 
Yompous aud vain for thus he might cflcem P 
His cheſt, # wardrobe; pure, a treatury ; 8 
Aud thews to crewn her full ditplay, himfelf. E 
One whon: the pow'rs above, in place of health, li 
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Or little farm. of bag, or ſcrip or ſtaff, 
Cup, dich ſpoon, plate, or worldly utenſil, 
A poet fram'd yet fram'd not to repine, 
And with the cobler's loftieſt fite his own; 
Nor, partial as they fem, upbraid the fates, 
Who to the humbler mechauiſm join'd 
Goods ſo ſuperior, fuch xulted bliſs! 

See with what ſeeming eaſe, what labour'd peacg 
He, hapleſs hypocrite, reftacs his nail. 
His chief atnutemcat, then how feiga'd, how ſorc'd, 
That care defying fonnct, which implies 
Hts d-t;ts diſcharg'd, and lie of Halt 4 Gan 
In full poſſeſion, unconteſted right 
And property ; yet ah! whoc'er this wight 
Admiring view. if ſuch there be, diitruſt 
The vain pretence; the finites that harbour grief, 
As lucks the ſerpent deep in flowers envicath d. 
Forewarn'd, be frugal : or with prudent i 


4 | 
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And bleſs the lahours which the choice ijafpir'd. 
But if thou view'ſt a vaſcear mind, a Wiglt 
Of common ſenſe, who ſecks no brighter name, 
Him envy, him admire, him, from thy brcalt, 
Preſcicnt of future dignitics, ſalute 
Sheriff, or may'r, in comfortable furs 
Enwrapt, ſecure nor yet the laureat's crown 
In thought exclude him: He perchance hall riſe 
To nobler heights than foreſight can decree, 
When fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues difplay'd 
In many an idle ſong, Saturnian Jove 
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Vow'd ſure deſtruction to the tuneful race; 


Appeas d by ſuppliant Phocbus, Bards,” he id, An 

** Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp dc<barr d, Th 

But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay. Or 

Secure of thunder,” — Low the Delian bow'd, Cre 

Nor a. th' invidious favuur dar d icpine. 

To 

WI 

Tur RUIN'D AB BET. Or 

Ho 

R, He 

Th 

Tur EFFECTS or SUPERSTITION, Ar 

It 

length fair peace with olive crown'd reguing Th 

tler lawful throne, and to the ſacred huviits Of 

Of wood or fount the frighted muſe returns. Ye 

Happy the bard, who from his native hills, Ye 

Soft muling on a ſummer's eve. ſurveys 80 

Ils azure ſtream. with penſile woods inclos'd! A 
Or o'er the glaſſy turtace, with his friend, 

Or faithtul ait thicugh bord ting willows green * 

Wafts his tmall frigate. Fearleſs he of ſhouts, A 

Or taunts, the rhetoric oft the wat'ry crew E. 

That ape confuſton from the realms they rule! TP 

Feacleſs of theſe; who ſhares the gentler voice M 

Of peace and muſic ; birds of ſweeteſt ſong | M 

Attune from native boughs their various lay, * 

And cheer the foreſt ; birds of b:ighter plume A 


With buly pinion ſkim the glitt'ring wave, T 
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And tempt the ſun; ambitious to diſplay 
Their ſev'ral merit, while the vocal flute, 
Or number'd verſe, by female voice endear'd, 
Crowns his delight, and mollifics the ſcene. 
If ſolitude his wand'ring ſteps invite 
To ſome more deep receſs (for houts there are, 
When gay, when ſocial minds to friend(hip's voice, 
Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) ; 
How pleas'd he treads her venerable thades, 
Her folema courts ! the centre of the grove! 
The root-built cave, by far extended rocks 
Around emboſom'd, how it ſoothes the foul ? 
If ſcoop'd at firſt by ſuperſtitious hands 
The rugged cell receiv'd alone the ſhoals 
Of bigot-minds, religion dwells not here, 
Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals. retires : 
Yet here may wiſdom, as ſhe walks the maze, 
Some ſerious truths collect, the rules of life, 
And ſerious t uths of mighticr. weight than gold! 
I alk not wealth; but let me hoard with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles, in early life, 
Ere indolence impede the ſcarch, explor'd. 
Then like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment's eye, when quibbling ſchools attack 
My grounded hope, or ſubtler wits deride. 
Will I not blaſh to ſhun the vain debate, 
And this mine anſwer, ** Thus, 'twas thus I thought, 
My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire; 
Thus will I think, averſe to liſten more 
K 3 
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& To intricate diſcuſſion, prone to ſtray. 

& Perhaps my reaſon may but ill defend 

„ My ſettled faith: my mind, with age impair'd, 

© Too ſure its own infirmitics declare. 

& But I am arm'd by caution, ſtudious youth, 

4 And early foreſight; now the winds may riſe, 

«© The tempeſt whiſtle, and the billows roar ; 

4 My pinnace rides in port, deſpoil'd and worn. 

& ghatter'd by time and ſtorms, but while it ſhuns 

& Th* unequal conflict, and declines the deep, 

6+ Sees the ſtrong veſſel fluctuate leſs ſecure.” 
Thus while he ſtrays, a thouſand rural ſcenes 

Suggeſt inſtruction, and inſtrufting pleaſe. 

And ſee, betwixt the grove's extended arms, 

An abbey's rude remains attract thy view, 

Gilt by the mid-day ſun: with ling'ring ſtep 

Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deſtroy 

Tree, branch, or ſhade, for never ſhall thy breaſt 

Too long deliberate), with tim'rous hand 

Remove th' obſtructive bough ; nor yet refuſe, 

Tho' ſighing to deſtroy that fav'rite pine, 

Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 

Of beauty fair, that ſcreens the vaſt remains, 

Aggriev'd, but conſtant as the Roman bre, 

The rigid Manlius, when his conqu'ring ſon 

Bled by a parent's voice; the cruel meed 

Of virtuous ardour, timeleſsly diſplay'd ; 

Nor ceaſe till, thro' the gloomy road, the pile 

Gleam unobſtructed ; thither oft thine eye 

Shall ſweetly wander; thence returning ſoothe 
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With penſive ſcenes thy philofophic mind. 
Theſe were thy haunts. thy opulent abodes, 
O ſuperitition ! hence the dire diſeaſe 
(Balanc'd with which the fam d Athenian peſt 
Were a ſhort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranſient indigeſtion) feiz'd mankind, 
Long time ſhe rag'd, and ſeaice a ſouthern gale | 
Warm'd our chill air, unloaded with the threats x 
Of tyrant Rome; but futile all till the, 
Rome's abler legate, magnify'd their pow'r 
And in a thouſand horrid forms attir'd. 
Where then was truth, to ſanctify the page 
Of Britiſh annals ? if a foe expir'd, | | 
The perjur'd monk ſuborn'd infernal ſhricks, 
Ard fiends to ſnatch at the departing ſoul | 
With helliſh emulation. If a fricnd, ] 
High o'er his roof cxultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the ſkies. 
What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted 
The ſov'reign's juſt, the ſubject's loyal pat [faith ? 
To cheriſh mutual good, annull'd and vain, | 
By Roman magic, grew an idle ſcroll, 
Ere the frail ſanction of the wax was cold. 
With thee, * Plantagenet, from civil broils 
The land a while reſpir'd, and all was peace. 
Then Becket roſe, and impotent of mind, 
From regal courts with lawleſs fury march'd 
The church's blood-ſtain'd convicts, and forgave! 


Bid murd'rous prieſts the ſov'rcign frown contemn, 
* HENIAX II. 
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And with unhallow'd croſier bruis'd the crown, 
Yet yielded not ſupinely tame a prince 

Of Henry's virtues; learn'd, courageous, wiſe, 

Of fair ambition Long his regal ſoul, 

Firm and erect the peeviſh pricſt exil'd, 

And brav'd the fury of revengeful' Rome, 

In vain ! let one faint malady diffuſe 

The penſive gloom which Superſtition loves, 

And ſce him dwindlcd to a recreant zroom. 


Rein the proud palfiey, while the prieſt aſcends ! 


Was Coeur de lion bleſs'd with whiter days? 
Hear the cowl'd zcalots v ith united crics 
Urge the cruſade; and ſee. of halt the ſores 
Deſpoil'd the wretch, whoſe wiſer boſom choſe 
To bleſs his friends, his race, his native land. 
Of ten fair ſuns that roll'd their annual race 
Not one bcheld him on his vacant throne ; 


While haughty Longchamp, *mid his liv'ry'd files 


Of wanton vaſſals, ſpoil d his faithful realm, 
Battling in foreign fields; collecting wide 
A laurel harveſt for a pillag'd land, 


Oh dear-hought trophies ! when a prince deſerts 


His drooping realm, to pluck the barren iprays ! 


When faithleſs John uſurp'd the ſully'd crown, 


What ample tyranny! the groaning land 


Deem'd earth, deem'd heav'n its foe! fix tedious years 


Our helpleſs fathers in deſpair obey'd 


Richard I + Biſhop of Ely, Lord Chancellor. 
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The papal interdict and who obcy'd, 

The ſov'reign plunde'd, O inglorious day! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
Of papal reſcript, cluin'd Eritannia's throne, 
And durſt invade : be i{uch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain ! 

Scarce had the tortur'd car dejected heard 
Rome's loud anathema, but heartleſs, dead 
To. ev'ty purpoſe, men nor with'd to live, 

Nor dard to die The poor labortous hind 

Hcard the dire curſe, and from his trembling hand 
Fell the neglected crook, that rul'd the plain 
Thence journeying home, in cv'ry cloud he fecs 

A vengeful angel, in whoſe waving 1ciull 

He reads damnation ; ſccs its fable train 

Ot grim attendants pencil'd by dct;;air 

he weary pilgrim from reiroter chimes 
By painful ſteps arriv'd ; his home, his fr ends, 

His offspring left. to laviſh on the (ſhrine 
Of tome far honout'd faint his coftly ſtores 
Inverts his foot(tep ; ſickens at the fight 
Ot the barr'd fane, and filent ſheds his tear. 

The wretch whoſe hope by ſtern oppreſſion chac'd 
From ev'ry carthly bliſs, ſtill as it faw 
Tiiumphant wrong, took wing and flew to heav'n, 
And reſted there, now mourn'd his refuge loſt 
And wonted peace. The ſacred fane was barr'd, 
And the lone altar, where the mourners throng'd 
To ſupplicate remiſſion, ſmok'd no more; 

While the green weed, luxuriant round uproſe. 
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Some from their death-bed. whoſe delirious faith 

'I hro' ev iy itage of life to Rome's decrees 

Obizquious, humbly hop'd to die in peace, 

N. (aw the ghaſtly king approach, begirt 

In ({<niold terrors, now expiring heard 

The lait loud clarion found, and heav'n's decree 

With unremitting vengeance bar the Kies. 

Nor light the ztief by ſuperſtition weigh'd, 

That their dithonour'd corte ſhut from the verge 

_ Of haliow'd earth or tutelary fane, 

Mult fleep with brutes their vatlals, on the field; 

Unncath ſome path, in marle uncxorcifed! 

No tolemn bell extort a neighbour's tear ! 

No tongue of prieſt pronounce their foul ſecure? 

Nor fondeſt friend aſſare their peace obtain'd ! 
The prieft! alas fo boundleſs was the ill! 

He. like the fock he pillag'd, pin'd forlorn; 

The vivid vermeil fled his fady check, 

And his big paunch, diſtended with the ſpoils 

Of half lis ock: emaciatc, groan'd beneath 

Superior pride, and mightier luſt of pow'r ! 


Tas now Rome's fondeſt friend, whoſe meagre hand 


Told to the midnight lamps his holy beads 
Wilth nice preciſion, felt the deeper wound 
As his gull'd ſoul rever'd the conclave more. 


Whom did the ruin ſpare ? for wealth, for pow'r 


Birth, honour. virtue, enemy, and friend, 
Sunk helpleſs in the dreary gulf involv'd; 
And one capricious curſe envelop'd all! 
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Were kings ſecure ? in tou ring lets born, 
In flatt' ry nurs'd, inui'd to ſcorn mar kind, 
Or view diminiſh'd fron their lite ſublime; 
As when a ſhepherd, tiom the lofty brow 
Of ſome proud cliff turveys his leſs'ning fluck 
In ſnowy groups diffuſive, feud the vale 
A while the furious menace John return d, 
And breath*d defiance loud Alas! too ſoon 
Allegiance ſick ning ſaw its fov'reign yield, 
An angry prey to ſcruples not his own, 
Ihe loyal ſoldier, girt around with ſtrength, 
H ho ſtole from mirth and wine his bloom ing years, 
Ard ſciz d the faulchion. reſolute to guard 
His ſov'reign's right. impaliy'd at the ncus, 
Finds the firm bias of his foul revers'd 
For toul deſcrtion ; drops the lifted ſteel, 
And quits fame's noble harveſt, to expire 
The death of monks, of furfeit. and of floth ! 
At length, fatigu'd with wrongs, the ſervile king 
Drain'd from his land its ſmall remaining Gores 
To buy remiſſion But could theſe obtain? 
No! reſolute in wrongs, the prieſt obdur'd; 
Till crawling baſe to Rome's deputcd flave, 
His fame, his people, and his crown he gave. 
Mean monarch ! lighted, brav'd. abhorr'd before! 
And now, appcas'd by delcgated' ſu ay, 
The wily pontiff ſcorns not to recall 
His interdictions Now the ſacred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes. prepar'd 
To buy deceit ; admit obicquious tribes 
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Of ſatraps! priaces! crawling to the ſhrine An 

Of fainted villany ' the pompous tomb Swe 

Dazzling with gems and gold. or in a cloud Nor 

Of incenſe wreath'd, amidſt a drooping land Thi 

That ſigh'd for bread ! ' Tis thus the Indian clove Of 

Diſplays its verdant leaf, its crimſon flow'r, Not 

And ſheds its odours . while the flocks around, Fro 

Hungry and faint, the barren ſands explore Wri 

In vain ! nor plant nor herb endears the foll Oh 

Drain'd and exhauſt to ſwell its thirſty pores, Wit 

And furniſh luxury — Yet, yet in vain « 

Britannia ſtove; and whether artful Rome Of 

Carets'd or curs'd her, Superſtition rag'd. To 

And blinded, fetter'd, ard deſpoil'd the land. For 

4 At length ſome murd' tous monk. with pois' nous att For 
= Expell'd the life, his brethien robb'd of peace, 0 d. 
Nor yet ſurccas'd with John's diſaſtious fate Fron 
4 Pontific fury ! Engliſh wealth exhauſt, Urg| 
. The ſequent reign, beheld the beggar'd ſnore To 
. Grim with [italian uſurers prepar'd Forc 
. To lend for griping uncxampled hire, Eſſa: 
| | | To lend—what Rome might pillage uncontroll'd. 0 
6 For now with more <xtcnſive havock trag' d Of g 
4 Rclentleſs Greg'ry, with a thovſurd arts, The 
1 | And each rapacious, born to drain the world ! Stag 
: k Nor thall the mufe repeat, how oft he blew | Rom 
1 The croiſe s trumpet ; then for ſums of gold No \ 
1 But 


Henry III. who cancelled the Magna Charta. 
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Annull'd the vow, and bade the falſe alarm 
Swell the groſs hoards of Henry, or his own, 

Nor ſhall ſhe tell. how pontiffs dar'd repeal 

The beſt of charters ! dar'd abſolve the tie 

Of Britiſh kings by legal oath reſtrain'd. 

Nor can ſhe dwell on argoſies of gold 

From Albion's realm to ſervile ſhores convey'd, 
Wrung from her ſons, and ſpeeded by her kings! 
Oh irkſome days! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's director taught 

Of ſubjects. born to be their monarch's prey, 

To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, 

For vacant gluttony, extortion, fraud, 

For av'rice, envy, pride, revenge, and ſhame ! 

O doctrine breath'd from Stygian caves! exhal'd 
From inmoſt Ercbus !—Such Henry's reign ! 
Urging his loyal realms reluctant hand 

To wield the peaceful ſword, by John crewhile 
Forc'd from its ſcabbard ; and with burniſh'd lance 
Eſſay the ſavage cure, domeſtic war! 

And now ſome nobler ſpirits chac'd the miſt 
Of gen'ral darkneſs Groſted * now adorn'd 
The mitred wreath he wore, with reaſon's ſword 
Stagg'ring deluſion's frauds ; at length beneath 
Rome's interdict expiring calm, reſign'd 
No vulgar ſoul that dar'd to heav'n appeal! 

But ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain 
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Had well nigh ceded to the flothful hands 
Of monks libidinous: ere Edward's care 
Ihe laviſh hand of death-bed fear reſtrain'd, 
Yet was he clear of ſuperſtition's taint ! 

Ve too, miſdeemful of his wholetome law, 
'n he, expiring, gave his treaſur'd gold 
Jo fatten monks on Salem's diſtant foil! 

Yes, the third Edward's breaſt, to papal ſway 
$0 little prone, and herce in honour's cauſe, 
Could {uperſtition quell ! before the tow'rs 
Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice 
He drops the ſword, and ſigns ignoble peace 

But (till the night by Romiſh art diffus'd 
Collects her clouds. and with flow pace recedes. 
When by ſoft Bourdeau's braver queen approv'd, 
Bold Wicklifi roſe ; and while the bigot pow'r 
Amidſt her native darkneſs ſculk'd ſecure, 
he demon vaniſh'd as he ſpread the day. 

So trom his boſom Cacus breath'd of old 
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of ſmoke 
Sccure a while his recreant life ſuſtain d; 
Till fam'd Alcides o'er his ſubtleſt wiles 


Victorious, cheer'd the ravag'd nations round, 


Hail honour'd Wickliff! enterpriſing ſage ! 
An Epicurus in the cauſe of truth! 
For 'tis not radiant ſuns, the jovial hours 
Of youthful ſpring, an ether all ſerene, 
Nor al; the verdure of Campania's vales, 
Can chace rcligious gloom! *Tis reaſon, thought, 
"he light, the radiance that pervades the foul, 
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And ſheds its beams on hcav'ns myſterious way! 
As yet this light but glimmer'd, and again 
Etror prevaill'd ; while kings by force uprats'd, 


Let looſe the rage of bigots on their focs, 
And ſeek affection by the dreadful boon 

Of licenc'd muider 'n the Kindett prince, 
The moſt extended breatt the roval Hall! | 
All aarelenting heard the Lollards cry 

Burtt from the centre of remoriclets flames: 

Their thricks endur'd! Oh tain to martial praitt ; 
When Cobham, gen'tous as the noble peer 

"That wears his honours, paid the fatal price. 


Of virtue blooming ere the ſtorms were laid! 


_ 


"I was thus, alternate, trutl 's precarious flame 
Decay'd or flourita'd. With malignant eye 
The pontiff ſaw Britannia's golden fleece, 

Once all his own, inveſt her worthicr ſons! 


Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains, . 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hatcful way! 

Efſay'd his utmolt art, aud inly own'd 

No labours bore proportion to the prize. 


<a * 


So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye, 
The firſt fair pattern of the female fiame, 
All nature's beauties in one form diſplay'd. 
And cent'ring there, in wild amaze he ſtood ; 
Then only envying Heav'ns creative hand: 
Wiſh'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled ev'ry ſnare, 

And vain were reaſon, courage, learning, all 
Till pow'r accede ; till Tudor's wild caprice 
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Smile on their cauſe ; Tudor, whoſe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beſt of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 
Then Woltey roſe, by nature form d to ſeck 
Ambition's trophics, by addreſs to win, 
By temper to enjoy—whole humbler birth 
Tavght the gay ſcenes of pomp to dazzle more. 
Then from its tow'ring height with horrid ſound 
Ruſh'd the proud abbey. Then the vaulted roofs, 
Toru from their walls, diſclos'd the wanton ſcene 
Of monkitlh chaſtity ! Lach angry friar 
Crawl'd from his YLedd:4d ftrumpet, mutt' ring low 
An ineffectual! ca:ſe Ihe pe vious nooks 
That, ages paſt convey'd the guileful pricſt 
Tu play ſome image on the gaping croud, 
Imbibe the novel day-light; and expofe 
Obvions, the fraudful engin'ry of Rome. 
As though this op'ning earth to nether realms 
Should flaſh meridian day, the hooded race 
Shudder abaſh'd to find their cheats diſplay'd ; 
And conſcious of their guilt, and pleas'd to wave 
Its fearful meed, reſign'd their fair domain. 
Nor yet ſupine, nor void of rage, retir'd 
The peſt gigantic; whoſe revengeful ſtroke 
Ting'd the red annals of Maria's reign. 
When from the tend'relt breaſt, each wayward prieſt 
Could baniſh mercy, and implant a fiend ! 
When cruelty the fun'ral pyre upreard, 
And bound religion there, and fir'd the baſe ! 
When the ſame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb 
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Fed with luxuriant rage in ev'ry face 
Triumphant faith appcar'd, and ſmiling hope. 

O bleſs'd Eliza from thy piercing beam 

Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Rome; 
Driven to the verge of Albion, linger'd there, 
Then with her James receding, caſt behind 

One angry frown, and ſought more ſervile climes, 
Henceforth they ply'd the long-continu'd talk 
Of righteous havock, cov'ring diſtant ticlds 

With the wrought remnants of the ſhatter d pile. 
Waile through the land the muſing pilgeim ſees 
A track of brighter green, and in the midit 
Appears a mould'ring wall, with ivy crown'd ! 
Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 

Now but of uſe to grace a rural ſcene ; 

To bound our viſtas, and tv glad the ſons 

Of George's reign, reſerv'd for fairer times! 


LOVE and HONOUR, 


Sed neque Medorum filvae, ditiſſima terra 


I23 


Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Haemus, 
Laudibus Angligenum certent : non Bactra, nec Indi, 


Totaque thuriferis Panchaia pinguis atenis. 


E T the green olive glad Heſperian ſhores 
Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
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Theſe let Iberia boaſt; but if in vain, 
To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 
The Briton labours, yet our native minds, 
Our conſtant boſoms, theſe the dazzled world 
May view with envy ; theſe Iberian dames 
Survey with fix'd eſteem and fond deſire. 
Hapleſs Elvira! thy diſaſtrous fate 
May well this truth explain ; nor ill adorn 
The Britiſh lyre ; then chiefly, if the muſe, 
Nor vain, nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 
Of ancient record catch the penſive lay; 
And in leſs grov'ling accents give to fame, 
Elvira! lovelieſt maid! th' Iberian realm 
Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 
No race more ſplendent, and no form ſo fair. 
Such was the chance of war, this peerleſs maid 
In life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the ſpoil 
Of Britiſh victors, vict'ry's nobleſt pride! 
She, ſhe alone, amid the wailful train, 
Of captive maids, aſſign'd to Henry's care; 
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame! 
He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 


Where freedom's cheerful radiance ſhines no more, 


Eſſay'd to ſoften; conſcious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to waſte its flceting hours 
In ſome dim fort, by foreign rule reſtrain'd, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day! 
Sometimes, to cheat her boſom of its cares 
Her kind protector, number'd o'er the toils 
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Himſelf had worn: the frowns of angry ſeas, 

Or holtile rage, or faithleſs friend, more fell 

Than ſtorm or foe : if haply the might find 

Her cares diminiſh'd, fruitleſs fond eſſay! 

Now in her lovely hand, with modeſt awe 

The tender lute he gave : ſhe not averſe 

Nor deſtitute of ſkill, with willing hand 

Call'd forth angelic ſtrains; the ſacred debt 

Of gratitude, ſhe ſaid, whoſe juſt commands 

Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 
Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refus'd 

Her vocal art , harmonious, as the ſtrain 

Of ſome impriſon'd lark, who daily cheer'd . 

By guardian cares, repays them with a ſong : 

Nor droops, nor deems ſweet liberty reſign'd. 
The ſong, not artleſs, had ſhe fram'd to paint 

Diſaſtrous paſſion ; how, by tyrant laws | 

Of idiot cuſtom ſway'd, ſome ſoft-ey'd fair. 

Lov'd only one; nor dar'd that love reveal! 

How the ſoft anguiſh baniſh'd from her cheek 

The damaſk roſe full-blown; a fever came, 

And from her boſom forc'd the plaintive tale. 

Then, ſwift as light he fought the love-lorn maid 

But vainly fought her; torn by ſwifter fate 

To join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, 

Love's mournful victims on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as fancy ſpoke the pleafing taſk, 

She taught her artful needle to diſplay 

The various pride of ſpring ; then ſwift upſprung 

Tickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe ; 
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There might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 
A train of buſy loves? ſome pluck the flow'r 
Some twine the garland, ſome with grave grimace 
Around a vacant warriour caſt the wreath, 
"Twas paint, 'twas life! and ſure to piercing eyes 
The warriour's depictur'd Henry's mein 
Now had the gen'rous chief with joy perns'd 
The royal ſcroll, which to their native home, 
Their ancient rights, uninjur'd. untredecm'd 
Reſtor'd the captives Forth with rapid haſte 
To glad his fair Elvira's car he ſprung; 
Fir'd by the bliſs he panted to convey ; 
But fir'd in vain! ah! what was his amaze, 
His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair unfiuiſh'd flow'r! 
Speechleſs ſhe ſtood ; at Jength with accents ſaints 
„Well may my native ſhore,” the ſaid, ** reſound 
& Thy monarch's praiſe ; and ere Elvira proye 
© Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ccaſe to feel 
1% The foft'ring breeze, and nature change her laws. 
And now the grateful edict wide alarm'd 
The Britith hoſt. Around the ſmiling youths 
Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing hafte 
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love 
That weds each boſom to its native ſoil, 
'The patriot paſſion ! ſtrong in ev'ry clime, 
How juſtly theirs, who find no foreign ſweets 
To diſſipate their loves, or match their own. 
Not ſo Elvira ! ſhe, diſaſtrous maid, 
Was doubly captive! pow'r nor chanc could looſe 
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The ſubtle bands ; ſhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Ienry ſmil'd, 
Could term her native ſhore; her native ſhore 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly f(irind, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn ! a defart waſte and wild. 
'The fleet carcen'd, the wind propitious filt'd 
The twelling fails, the glitt'ring tranſports wav'd 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons azure wing 
With flight auſpicious ſkimm'd the placid main, 
On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay, 
And chid th' officious wind, the tempting ſea, 
And wilh'd a ſtorm as meicileſs, as tore 
Her lab'ring boſom. Fondly now ſhe ſtrove 
To baniſh paſſion ; now the vaſlal days, 
The captive moments that ſo ſmoothly paſt, 
By many an art reca'l d ; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers call'd ; the fav'rite ſounds 
Which Henry deign'd to praiſe; and now cſſay'd 
With mimic chains of ſilken fillets wove 
To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 
Might to her love the pleaſing ſcenes prolong, 
And with the dcar idea feaſt the ſoul. 
But now the chief return'd ; prepar'd to launch 
On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adicu 
To his fair pris'ner. She, ſoon as ſhe heard 
His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 
The raging flame; but with a ſpreading bluſh, 
And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos'd. 
« Yes, gen'rous youth! I ſee thy boſom glow 
With virtuous tranſport, that the taſk is thine 
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To ſolve my chains; and to my weeping friends, 


Seen 

And ev'ry longing relative, reſtore My 
A ſoft-ey'd maid, a mild offenceleſs prey! That 
But know, my ſoldier, never vouthful mind, And 
Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence Awa 
By bim he loth'd, and in a durgeon bound By t 
To languiſh out his bloom could catch the pains Is th 
1 his il-Harr d freedom gives my tortur'd mind. bor 
What call I freedom ? is it that theſe limbs Hea: 
From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far Larl 
From him I Live? Alas ere | may boaſt Full 
That facred bleſiing ſome ſuperigur pow'r May 
To mortal kings to ſublunary thrones, Fxal 
Mutt looſe my paſſion, mult unchain my ſoul, A 
Ev*n that I lothe; all liberty | lothe! ont 
But moſt the joyleſs privilege to gaze Dim 
With cold indifference, where deſert is love, Aſſis 
rue, 1 was born an alien to thoſe eyes Oh! 

I aſk alone to pleaſe; my fortune's crime! „ru: 
And ah! this flatter'd form, by dreſs endear'd The 
To Spaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend, That 
Whilſt I, ill fated maid ! ordain'd to ſtrive Thy 
With cuſtom s load, beneath its weight expire. Thy 
Yet Henry's beauties knew in foreign garb Thei 
To vanquiſh me; his form, howe'er diſguis'd, And 
To me were fatal! no fantaſtic robe Of f 
That e'er caprice invented, cuſtom wore, 7 
Or folly ſmil'd on, could eclipſe thy charms. To p 
Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 1 


Thy country's foc, Elvira's warmeſt plea, 


MORAL PIECES. 


Seems but the ſubtler accent fraud inſpires: 

My tend'reſt glances, but the ſpecious flow rs 

That ſhade the viper while ſhe plots her wound. 

And can the tremoling candidate of love 

Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt 

By ties of grateful duty bound, enſnare? 

Is there no brighter mien, no ſofter ſmile 

For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 

Heav'n ſearch my ſoul, and if through all its cells 

Lurk the pernicious drop of pois'nous guile, 

Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath 

May fate exhauſt, and for my happieſt hour 

Exalt the vengeance | prep.rc for thee ! q 
Ah me! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 

On thee I gaz'd, and reaſon ſoon diſpell'd 

Dim error's gloom and to thy favour'd iſle k 

Aſſign'd its total merit, unreſtrain'd. 

Oh! lovely region to the candid eye! 


Tuas there my fancy ſaw the virtues dwell, 
The loves, the graces play: and bleſs'd the foil 
That nurtur'd thee! for fure the virtues form'd 
Thy gen'rous breaſt ; the loves, - the graces plann'd 
Thy ſhapely limbs, Relation, birth cſſay'd 
Their partial pow'r in vain ! again I gaz'd, 
And Albion's iſle appear'd amidſt a track 
Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! 
And thou by nature form'd, by fate aſſign'd 
To paint the genius of thy native ſhore. 
"Vis true, with flow'rs, with many a dazzling ſcene 
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Ot burniſh'd plants, to lure a female eye, 

Iberia glows : but ah the genial tun, 

That gilds the leman's fruit, or ſcents the flow'r, 
On Spaniſh minds, a nation's noble: toalt ! 
Beams forth ungentle influences. There 

Sits jealouſy enthron'd, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his flow conſuming tres 

Not ſuch thy charming region ; long before 

My ſweet experience taught me to decide 

Ot Engliſh worth, the found had pleas'd mine eat. 
Is there that ſavage coaſt, that rude ſojourn 
Stranger to Britiſh worth? the worth which forms 
The kindeſt friends; the moſt tremendous foes ; 
Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love ! 

No, let ſubjected India, while ſhe throws 

O'er Spaniſh deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound, 
Long as I heard, or ere in ſtory read 

Of Engliſh fame, my biaſs d partial breaſt 
Wiſh'd them ſucceſs, and happieſt (he. I cry'd, 
Of woman happieſt ſhe, who ſhares the love, 
The fame, the virtues of an Engliſh lord 

And now what ſhall 1 ſay ? bleis'd be the hour 
Your fair built veſſcls tonch'd th Iberian ſhores : 
Bleſs'd did I fay the time? it I may bleſs 

Jhat lov'd event, let Henry's ſmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won will Henry's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueſt ? will he flight 

The toft endearmcnts of the lovelier ſpoil? 

And yet Iberia's ſons, with ev'ry vow 

Ot laſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble charms 
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Were not excell'd; the ſource of all their pains, 
And love her juſt deſert, who ſues for love; 
But ſues to thee, while natives ſigh in vain. 
Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
Diſſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful ſtain 
On honeſt fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth ! 
Not love himſelf, with all the pointed pains 
That ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my ſoul 
From honour's laws, Elvira once deny'd 
A conſort's name, more ſwift than lightn'ning flies, 
When elements diſcordant vex the (ky 
Shall bluſhing from the form ſhe loves retire, 
Yet if the ſpecious with, the vulgar voice, 
His titled prudence, ſways a ſoul like thine, 
In zems or gold what proud lberian dame 
Eclipſes me ? nor paint the dreary ſtorms 
Or hair-breadth ſcapes that haunt the boundleſs deep, 
And force from tender eyes the ſilent tear; 
When mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts 
In full contraſt, the ſafe domeſtic ſcene 
For theſe reſign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
Of conqu'ring heroes brave, the female mind, 
When ſteel'd by love, in love's moſt horrid way 
Bcholds not danger, or beholding ſcorns. | 
Heav'n take my life, but let it crown my love.” 
She ceas d, and ere his words her fate decreed, 
Impatient. watch'd the language of his eye: 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender ſphere 
Vor. II. M 
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Sent looks of love, and faithleſs hope inſpir'd. 


Forgive me, gen rou maid,” the youth return'd, 


% If by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore 
To let ſuch ſweetneſs plcad, alas! in vain ! 

Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
Ot ſolid blifs or happieſt love beſtow. 

But erc from native ſhores I plough'd the main, 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 
Alone endear'd my plighted vows I gave; 

To guard my faith, whatever chance ſhould wait 
My warring ſword : if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoil, 
Grac'd my return, betore her feet to pour 

"The glitt'ring treaſure and the laurel wreath; 
Enjoying conqueſt then, and fame and ſpoil, 

It fortune frown'd edveric; and death forbade 
The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 

To dwell on Medway's and Maria's name, 

bis ardent vow decp-rooted from my ſoul 

No dangers tore ; this vow my boſom fir'd 

1o conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. 

Her ſhall I leave. with lau events clate, 

Who crown'd mine humbleſt fortune with her love ? 
Her ſhall I leave, who now perchance alone 
Ciimbs the proud clift, and chides my flow return ? 
And ſhall that velſel, whoſe approaching fails 
Shall full her breaſt with ecſtaſics, convey 
Death to bet bopes and anguiſh to her ſoul ? 
No may the de.p my villa:n-corſe devour, 

If all the woalth lberian mines conceal, 
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If all the charms ltherian maids diſcloſe, 
If thine, Elvira, thine, uniting all! 
Thus far prevail-—nor can thy virtuous breaſt 
Demand what honour. faith, and love denies.” 

Oh! happy the, ' rcjoin'd the pentive maid, 
% Who ſharcs thy fame thy virtue, and thy love! 
And be the happy! thy diltinguith'd choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewcll my luckleſs hopes, my flatt ring q:cams 
Of rapt'rous days! my guilty ſuit. farewell! 
Yet, fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame, let not the random ibaft 
Of cenſure pierce with me th' Iberian dames: [ 
Tney love with caution, and with happier ſtars. | 
And oh! by pity mov d, reſtrain the taunts 
Ot levity, nor brand Elvira's flame; | 
By merit rais'd; by gratitude approv'd; 
By hope confirm'd ; with artlefs truth reveal'd ; 
Let, let me ſay, but for one matchlefs maid 
Of happier birth, with mutual ardour crown'd. 

Theſe radiant gems, which burnith happineR8, 
But mock misfortune, to thy fav'rite's hand 
With care convey And well may ſuch adorn 
Her chearful front, who finds in thee alone 
The ſource of ev'ry tranſport ; but difgrace 
My penlive breaſt, which doom'd to laſting woe, 
In thee the ſource of ev'ry bliſs reſign. 

And now farewell, thou darling youth! the gem 
Of Engliſh merit! peace, content, and joy, 
And tender hopes, and young dclires, farewcll ! 
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Attend, ye ſmiling train. this gallant mind 
Back to his native ſhores. there ſweetly ſmooth 
His ev'ning pillow; dance around his groves ; 
And where he treads, with vi'lets paint his way, 
But leave Elvira leave her, now no more 
Your frail companion ! in the ſacred cells 
Of ſome lone cloiſter let me ſhroud my ſhame; 
There to the matin bell, obiequious, pour 
My conſtant oriſons. The wanton loves, 
And gay deſires ſhall ſpy the glimm' ing tow'rs, 
And wing their flight aloot but reſt confirm d, 
That never ſhall Elvira's tongue conclude 
Her ſhorteſt pray'r, ere Henry's dear ſucceſs 
The warmeſt accent of her zeal en ploy,” 

Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whoſe aztleſs mind 
Impartial ſcorn d to model her eſteem 
By native cuſtoms; dreſs, and face, and air, 
And manners, leſs; nor yet reſolv'd in vain. 
He, bound by prior love, the ſolemn vow 
Giv'n and receiv'd, to ſoft compaſhon gave 
A tender tear; then with that kind adieu, 
Efteem could warrant, weary'd heav*'n with pray'rs 
To ſhield that tender breaſt he leſt forlorn. 

He ceas'd and to the cloiſter's penſive ſcene 
Elvira ſhap'd her ſolitary way. 
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Tur $SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 
In imitation of SPENCER, 


Auditae voces, vagitus et ingens, 
Infantumque animae flentes in limine primo, VirG, 


ADV ERTLIS-E:M EN: 


What particulars in Spencer were imagined molt 
proper for the Author's imitation on this occaſion, 
are his language, his ſimplicity, his manner of 
deſcription, and a peculiar tenderneſs of ſentiment, 
remarkable throughout his works. 


H me! full forely is my heart forlorn, 

To think how modeſt worth neglected lies! 
While partial fame doth with her blaſt adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp diſguiſe; 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize ! 
Lend me thy clarion goddeſs! let me try 
To ſound the praiſe of merit, ere it dies; 
Such as I oft have chanced to cſpy, 

Loſt in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 


In ev'ry village mark'd with little ſpire, 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ſhed, and mean attire, 

A matron old, whom we ſchool-miſtreſs name 
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Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame; 
They grieven ſore, in pitcous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame; 
And oft- times, on vag'ries idly bent, 


For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn'd, are ſorely ſhent, 


And all in fizht doth riſe a birchen tree, 

Which learning near her little dome did ſtowe ; 
Whilom a twig of ſmall regard to ſee, 

Though now fo wide its waving branches flow 
And work the fimple vaſſals mickle wo 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 
But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſes beat 
And, as they look'd they found their horror grew; 


And ſhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 


So have I ſeen (who has not may conceive) 

A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd ; 

So doth it wanton birds of peace bercave, 

Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt; 

They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt ; 
Sad ſervitude ! ſuch comfortleſs annoy 

May no bold Briton's 1iper age cer taſte! 

Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 


Ne viſion empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


Near to his dome is found a patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris'ning board is ſeen, 
Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller ſize ſhould ſtray ; 
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Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day! 

The noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 

Do learning's little tenement betray ; 

Where ſits the dame, diſguis'd in look profound, 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel around, 


Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield: | 
Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue, I trowe, | 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field : 
And in her hand, for ſceptre ſhe does weild 
Tway brichen ſprays; with anxious fear entwin'd, 
With dark diltruſt, and fad repentance fill'd ; 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp affliction join'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chaſtiſement pnking: 


Few but have kend, in ſemblance meet pourtray'd, 

The childiſh faces of old Eol's train; 

L1izs, NoTvus, AUSTER : theſe in frowns array'd, 

How then would fare, or earth, or (ky, or main, 

Were the (tern god to give his ſlaves the rein? 

And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 

And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 

The cott no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order dwell, 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders thrown 
A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 
T was ſimple ruſſct, but it was her own ; 
— *Twas her own country bred the flock ſo fair; 
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"Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare 
And. ſooth to ſay, her pupils rang'd around, 
Thro' pious awe, did term it paſſing rate; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound 


And think, no doubt, the been the greateſt wiglit on 


ground 
Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her car; 
Goody, good woman, goſlip n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 
Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd theſe the held right dear! 
Ne would eſteem him act as movght behove, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere : 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 


But there was cke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen ſhe took dclight to feed, 

The plodding pattern of the buſy dame; 

Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 

Into her ſchool, bezirt with chickens came! 

Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if negle& had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame 2 
For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 


What ſin it were to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe found. 


Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could ſpeak 
That in her garden ſipt the ſilv'ry dew : 

Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaudy ſtreak ; 
But herbs for uſe, and pbylic,not a few, 
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Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew: 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Freth baum, and marygold of cheertul hue : 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb: 
And more I tain would ſing, diſdaining here to rhyme, 


Yet euphraſy may not he left unſung, 
That gives dim cycs to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh. biting intant's tongue; 
And plantain ribb'd, that hcals the reaper's wound 
And marj'ram ſweet in ſhepherd's pouti* found; 
And lavender, whole ſpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, ere while, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amid(t the labours of her loom, 

And crown her kcrchicts clean, with mickle rare 

perfume, 

And here trim roſmarine, that whilome crown'd 
The da ntieſt garden of the proudeſt peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd ſite, it found 
A facred ſhelter for its branches here ; 
Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
Oh waſſel days; O cuſtoms mect and well! 
Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere; 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell; 

Nor ever would ſhe more with thane and lordling dwell, 


Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, 
Hymned ſuch pſalm as SrERNHOD forth did mete, 

lf winter 'twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave; 
But in her garden found a ſummer ſeat ; 


| 
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Sweet melody! to hear her then repeat 
How ISKA L's ſon's, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men. did a ſong intreat, 
All for the nonce, untuning ev'ry (ſtring, 
Up-hung their uſeleſs lyres—ſmall heart had they to "T 
ling 
For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And, in thoſe elfins' cars, would oft deplore 
The times, when truth by popiſh rage did bleed; 
And tortious death was true devotion's mecd; 
And fimple ſaith in iron chains did mourn, 
That novld on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny ſaints in ſmould'ring flames did burn Kk 
Ah! dcareſt Lord, foreſend, thilk days ſhould e er re- 
turn. 
In elbow chair, like that of Scorrisu ſtem 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 
Our ſovercign prince and liefeſt liege is plac'd, 
The matron ſate; and ſome with rank ſhe grac'd, 
(The ſource of children's and of courtier's pride!) 
Redreſs'd atfronts, for vile affronts there paſs'd; F 
And warn'd them not the fret ful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide, 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry; 
To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raife ; 
Some with vile copper prize cxalt on high, 
And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe ! 
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And other ſome with baleful ſprig ſhe 'frays : 
Ev'n abſent, ſhe the reigns of pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe tways; 
Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 


"Twill whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold. 


Low now with ſtate ſhe utters the command! 
Eftſoons the Urchins to their taſks repair ; 
Their books of ſtature ſmall they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 

To ſave from finger wet the letters fair: 

The work ſo gay, that on their back is ſcen. 
St GrokGe's high atcliicvments does declare; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 


Kens the forth-coming rod, unplcaſing ſight, 1 ween? 


Ah luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 

Of evil ſtar! it irks me when I write! 

As erſt the“ bard by MuLra's ſilver ſtream, 

Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite. 

For brandiſhing the rod, the doth begin 

To looſe the brogues, the (trippling's late delight! 
And down they drop, appears his dainty ſkin, 


Fair as the furry coat of whitcſt ermilin. 


O ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure, 
His little ſiſter doth his peril ſce: 

All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure; 
She finds full ſoon her wonted fpirits flee ; 
She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free; 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

®. SPENSER, 
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(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her ſad grief that twells in either cye 


And wrings her fo, that all for pity ſhe could die. 


Nor longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command; 
And hardly the forbears, through aweful fear, 
To ruſhen forth, and with preſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. 

On thee ſhe calls, on thee her parent dear 
(Ah ! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow!) 
She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 

And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow; 


And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing wo 


But ah! what pen his pitcous plight may trace ? 

Or what device his loud laments explain ? 

The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 

The plenteous ſhow'r, that does his cheek diſtain 7 

When he, in abject wiſe, implores the dame, 

Ne hopeth auglit of ſweet repricve to gain; 

Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 

And, thro” the thatch, his crics cach falling ſtroke 
proclaim. 

The other tribe, aghaſt, with ſo:e diſmay, 

Attend, and conn their taſks with meikle care: 

By turns, aſtony'd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, 

And, from their fcllow's hateful wounds, beware; 

Knowing, I wiſt, how each the fame may ſhare; 

Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 

And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair; 

Whence oft with ſugar'd cates ſhe doth em greet, 

And ginger-bread ; y-rare, now, certes duubly ſweet» 
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Zee to their ſeats they hie with merry glee, 

And in belecmly order ſitten there; 

Ail but the wight of bum y-galled. he 

Abhorreth bench and ſtool. and fourm, and chair; 

(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair;) 

And cke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breaſt, 

Convulſions intermitting ! does declare 

His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuit heheſt; 
And ſcorns her offer'd love, and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 


His face beſprent with liquid cryſtal ſhines, 

His blooming face that ſeems a purple flow'r, 

Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 

All ſmear'd and ſully'd by a vernal ſhow'r. 

O the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r ! 

All, all, but the, the author of his ſhame, 

All, all, but ſhe, regret this mournful hour: 

Yet hence the youth and hence the flow'r, ſhall claim 
If ſo I deem aright, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door, in melancholy thought, 

Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines ; 

Ne for his fellow's joyaunce careth aught, 

But to the wind all merriment reſigns ; 

And deems it ſhame, if he to peace inclines ; 

And many a ſullen look aſcance is ſent, 

Which for his dame's annoyance he deligns ; 

And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 
The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour paſt reſent, 

Vor. II. N 
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Ah me! how much 1 fear leſt pride it be! 

But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Bev.-1e, ye dames, with nice diſcernment ſee, 
Ye quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires; 
Ah! better far than all the muſes' lyres, 

All coward arts, is valour's gen rous heat; 

The firm xt breaſt which fit aud right requires, 
Like VErNoN's patrivt foul; more juſtly great 


Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falſe deceit, 


Yet nurs'd with ſkill, what dazling fruits appear ! 
Ev'n now ſagacious forchght points to ſhow 

A little bench of headleſs biſhops here, 

And there e chancellour in embryo, 

Or bard ſublime, if bard may ere be ſo, ſdye! 
As MILTON, SHAKESPEAR, names that nc'cr ſhall 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground ſo low, 

Nor weeting how the muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 


Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly. 


And this, perhaps, who, cens'ring the deſign, 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall DENNIS be! if rigid fates incline, 

And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield; 

And many a poet quit th' Aonian field ; 

And, four'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 

As he who now with 'ſdainful fury thrill'd 
Surveys mine work; and levels many a ſneer, [here!” 


And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, ** what (Hutt is 


But now Dax Prorzus gains the middle ſkie, 
And liberty unbars her priſon-door 


MORAL PIECES. 


And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graſſy cirque hang cover'd o'er 
With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar; 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run, 
Heav'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, 1 implore! 
For well may freedom erſt fo dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the ſun, 
Enjoy. poor imps enjoy your ſportive trade ; 
And chaſe gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow'rs, 
For when my bones in grafs green ſod are laid; 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly caſtles, or in ladies bow'rs, 
O vain to ſcek delight in earthly thing! 
But moſt in courts where proud ambition tow'rs ; 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can ſpring 
Beneath the pompous dome of keſar or of king. 
See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear ! 
"Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 
Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth at duck and drake to play ; 
'Thilk to the huxter's ſav'ry cottage tend, 
In paſtry kings and queens th' allotted mite to ſpend, 
Here, as each ſeaſon yields a diff rent ſtore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore the uamoney'd wight, are ſeen; 
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And gooſe-b'rie clad in liv'ry red or green; 
And here of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear, 
Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice, | ween : 
O may no wight c'er pennyleſs come there, 
Leſt ſmit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care! 
See! cherries here ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread ſo white in tempting poſies ty'd, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances round, 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes aſide ; 
And muſt be bought, though penury betide. 
The plumb all azure, and the nut all brown, 
And here cach ſcaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 
Whoſe honour'd names th iuventive city own, 
Rend'ring thro' BRITAIS's iſle SaroriA's praiſcs 
known +. 
Admir'd SALorIa! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in SeverN's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd, 
Her daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings brave: 
Ah! midit the reſt, may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay ! 
A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 
Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray ; 
*Till reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their way, 


+ SHREWSBURY Cakes, 
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